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ett ISartnr of j^biWe. 

IfnoH nnmeanioi^ abase has been throwir out against Ttaltair 
operas. Join Bull has been accused of rannins; after Italian ttgnor^ 
and signoTM, to the total discouragement of native talent. The tratb 
is, talent is of no particular coantry — it is public property ^ and w* 
hope never tn see the day, when a fine voice shall be subject to ens* 
torn or excise. The only way to get rid of Italian operas, is to 
produce 'something better. The Beggars' Opera fairly turned the 
taste of the town in this respect — Let an attempt of eqwil ingenuity 
b^ made, and we will be answerable for the result. But, as long as 
we continue to import Italian music by wholesale^as long as our most 
popular airs are but centos of these foreign sounds, it is ridicnlons U> 
tAutCf and steat, at the same time. The public are the best Judges 
of what they pay for. What connpisseur will put up \9Mi gooseberry' 
wine, that can afford to drink Champaigne t Where is the patriot 
that wi)l poison himseif with ** home-made,**, when nectar Is to be 
purchased, even firom an enemy % And, if an Italian singer can eet 
a hundred pounds per nlEht, we see no reason in the world why ne 
should take only fifty. It is an old. axiom, thatan article is worth 
what it will prodnce— why, therefore, should an exception be made 
to- the disparagement of genius, even thoug^h it should come flrom 
France or Italy f • 

Every nation has its different mode of expressing passTon. A 
TVenchman, whether jocund or ead, angry or pleased, overwhelms 
you with his volubility, shrugs, and grimaces— >He is eternally cti^ 
priceio. And why may may not an Italian laugh, and cry, in can* 
tataT Shall it b« «>y impeachment of his taste if he make love, 
affettuso—it he be angry, agitato— nnd if he be comical, alle- 
gressimot Because an EnglishQian be andantino, he shall not 
presume to' be animatof Away with theB«> arbitrary rules. One 
advantage that the Italian possesses over the English opera, is, that 
the principal characters are adequately filled, the recitative and 
airs being consldeKd of equal importance, whereas our first-rate 
English vocalists are, with very few exceptions, the worst actors 
^nS actresses imaginable ; the dialogue is, therefore, slurred over> 
and the whole opera reduced to some half-dozen popular airs, that 
are introduced at the caprice of the singer, without any regard to 
their relevancy. An Italian opera loses half its effect in an English 
dress ; and is, at best, but a clumsy adaptation for the sake of th& 
innsic: nor does the music itself bear its original charm, when trans* 

?lanted ftrom iu native soil— it is like <' Water parted from the SeaJ* 
here is a peculiarity entirely arioso about Italian singing, that 
seconds the composer's skill, and snatches a grace beyond the reach 
of art or imitation. 

The Barber of Sevilte is an alteration firom the. " Barhier de Se- 
ville,** of Mons Beaumarchais ; and the Italian opera of " II Barbier 
de Jfioiglia.** Ckorge Golman, the elder, had before dramatised this 
subject in his " Spanish Barber,** a musical comedy, acted at the 
Haymtrket Theatre, itt 1777. In the present piece, tWb 4ram«tbti 



4 REMARKS. 

have set their wits against us: Mr. Faccce^f having sapplied'the 

jirose, and Mr. Terry the poetry — thesanga we meau. "IViilciiig of 

side, pats me in mind of myself/' says Caleb Qaotem ; and, talking 

of one dramatic co-partnerai)ip» pots us -in mind of another'-Bot 

that of Beaumont and Fletcher, but of lllessrs. Pye and Arnold, in 

their joint-production of the " Prior Claim.*' The plot of this ogera is 

dexterously laid, and ingeniousty viiravelled ; the incidents are in 

the true style of Spanish contrivance and intrigue; and the cliarac* 

ters are lively and w^iifnleaL ' Fi|;ai^* the baiter (in the original), 

is ^quisitely humorous : his various schemes to cheat Dr. Bartolo 

fnd' bring the l^ert together, lyave given many a lesson to yoqng 

I f^tttlemeo and ladies similariy circumstanced. I'be couat ^s gallant 

I tnd gay-t-tbe doctor is qne of (hose .0ver*vigUant old Arguses that 

{ the juveqile part of the fiudlence delight ^o see made a fool of— and 

9 Hovsa is just^ucl^ a young, )ady. tp carry their wishes int^ effect by 

f her ingeottUy and t^it.. , ; .- , 

• Thge.mttffic.is.ttnoommoniy beautiful. The serious airs breathe a 
mcliiflttots tenderness-Trthe comic are so brisk ?nd lively that the 
heart dances to them*' The concerted pieces are highly .brilliant, 
^namentedi and. elaborate;, ranning through all the iabyrintlis, of 
science till they bnrsl fortli in strains of impassidned harmony. The 
•petting scene of. The Barber of JSevUie, where Figaro peeps out at 
his window, feminds.us strongly of that in The Duenna,, where Doa 
JTerprae reproves the lerenadeM. . 

. Gaunt- AUnaviva and Dr. Bartolo, by Mr. Jones and Mr. Fawcett, 
ivere good^ Much off the e^eet is, however^ lost, by the Beglish re- 
fHresenlatlve of the conot not being able to singk Mr. Duruset waa 
wholly iikcompetent to give any idea of the intriguing barber— when 
iheU.we.«gaiii see the like of the inimUahie NiUdi f liaton is comi- 
eel, but wants vivadty fmA voice. ■ Harley approaches nearer to what 
Figaro ought to be. Mr. Penson is an adroit imitator, but- we can- 
Mot enihire even exceUenee at secondkantU 

Miss M* Tree was the best Roeina on the stage— she was one of 
those ladiet that eoeki act, as well as Hi^*, 

i ' * 

^ D G. 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductors of this Work print no Plays but those which they 
have seen acted. The Stqge Directions are given from their own 
personal observations, during the most recent performances. 

EXITS and ENTRANCES. 

R. means Right; L. L0 ; D. F. Door in Flat; R. D. Right 
Doors L. D. Left Door; S. E. Second Entrance: U. E. Upper 
JEntr^nce; M. D. MiddU Door. 

RELATIVE POSITIONS. 

"^R. means Bigl^; L. Left; C. Ctnire; R. C. Right of Centre 
Im Ct I^ qf Centre. 

R. RC. C. LC. L. 

V The Reader it supposed to'fie on the Stage Joeing the Audience, 



MEMOIR OF MISS TREE, 



Miss Am na Mabia Tree was born in Augnst, 1803^ ift 
Norfolk Street, Fitzroy Square. At an early age, hav- 
ing evinced considerable taste for music, she was placed 
under the tuition of Mt, G. Lanza, ^ and continued bis 
impil ^Eitil the opera season of 181-7, when, from the 
advantages of occasionally singing with Madame Fodor, 
«be acquired that sipaple and pathetic style for which 
she is so much distinguished. Being introduced by Mr. 
Harley to Mr. T. Cooke, the latter gentleman discovered 
ift her such promise of future excellence, thsit he re- 
ceived her as a pupil for the term of four years. Thus' 
encouraged, she went to Bath, and appeared io several 
subordinate operatic characters ; but, dispUying great 
taste and skill in a more important part assigned to her, 
she was. immediately annoifnced for) PoUtf, which .she 
performed, with complete success, on the 13th Novem^ 
ber, 1818. So unequivocal were the expressions of ap- 
probation, that the manager put ber forward in several 
other prominent characters, in all of which she acquitted 
herself with equal success. Proposals were them made 
toMit»s Tree by the Covent-Garden management ; an en- 
gagement was mutually entered into for three years, 
and she made her first appearance at that theatre, as 
RorinUy in the Barber of Seville : and fully realized the 
most favourable anticipations of her talent* 

Miss Tree has since retired from the stage, to the 
enjoyment of domestic happiness ; which is thie only 
thing that can reconcile us for the loss we have sus* 
tained. ; 
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COUNT ALMAVrVA.— Drab hat, with scarlet l^ind 
and black plumes ; green jel\[^et and gold doak ; crim* 
sou and gold jacket, white waistcoat and breeches, white 
silk stockings ; shoes. Second dress, a military uniform. 
Third droits, disguised as Aionzo, black suitaAd white 
wig. Fourth dress, round black hat, with gold band 
and white plumes ; light blue and gold jacket ; buff and 
gold pantaloons ; russet boots. 

DOCTOR BAHTOLO.-^Scarlet and black Spanish- 
dress, 

FIGARO.-^Hair tied Sn a thick bunch behind ; light 
drab jacket and breeches ; pink satin sash ; blue stock-, 
logs ; russet shoes. 

FIORBLLO,— Brown Spanish jacket and breechent 
white stockings and shoes* 

BASIL.— Black velvet Spanish dress. 

ROSINA.— White satin, trimmed with rotes, 

MARCELL1NA.— Buff, trimmed with white. 



Catt of the Characters at the Theatre-Royal^ 
Covent Garden^ 1824. 

Count Almaviva ••• Mr. Jones, 

Doctor Bartolo ....•..-. Mr. Fawcett, 

Basil ••• Mr. J. Isaacs. 

Figaro ••••• ...•• Mr. Duruset. 

FioreUo •••• • Mr. Pearman. 

Argus*»» ••• Mr. Evans. 

Taltboy •• • Mr, Henry 

Officer Mr. Tinney 

JVoteiy •••••••• •• Mr. Atkins. 

Ronna MissM.Tree 



etir ISarbtr oT Srkaie. 

CoHHt. Henitlii look nil, bit old bori 



The Barber oi Seville, 



ACT I. 



SCENE 1. — Seville, — DocToa Bartolo*s house, l.-^ 
FiGARo^s shop, R, over hie door is written, *' Barber^ 
Surgeon^ Dentist,'* Sfc, — The shop is shut,— Times 
Day-breeSCy and the light increasing through the 
seene^ 

Enter from the l. v, e. Fiorello with a letter in hi$ 
hand ; he comes cautiously down the Stage and exa* 
mines Figaro's shop„ 

' Fior. Sob ! I am at my post before the sun has awoke 
tny watchfal barber here ! My master orders me to 
eatch the first glimpse of Rosina, when she opens her 
lattice ; but 1 much rear I neyer shall be able to succeed 
for him, for bo sooner do I obtain Rosina*s notice, and 
am about to convey a billet, than this devil of a spoil* 
sport pops his head out, and deranges all my plans^ 
[PfUs his ear. to Figaro's doo^\'] Airs quiet ; he sleeps 
in spite of the ghosts of the patients he has poisoned. 
Now, if my serenaders could but tinkle a few soft notes 
to disturb heir gentle slumbers, I might contrive to con* 
V«*y this letter to her. [He steps back, and makes a 
signal during the symphony. 

Enter Serenaders, l.u. e. 

SERENADE 
FioT, Piano ! pianissimo ! in tender sound 

Let Love's light airs now float around ! 
Serew. Piano ! pianissimo I Love's music sound* 
WioT. All wrfipt in silence — ^no soul is near^ 

No wana*ring footstep falls on theear^ 
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[Figaro opens the window at the top of his housesr 

fig. What scraping, and squeaking ? 
What fiddling, and shrieking ? 
Are ye rooks, that ye caw ? 
Are ye mending a saw t 
Do ye imitate hogs 7 
Are ye beating the dogs ? 
Or are ye some bucks that are mellow I 

Fior* Silence, silence, good man 1 
Be still if you can ! 

*Tis you make the noise, my dear fellow. 
Now, my friends, your task 1$ tlone ; 
Here's your cash — Farewell ! — ^begone ! 

Chorus, Many thanks, sir, for this favour^ 
Better master, nor a braver 
Never did w€ sing a stave for. 

Ever, sir, command our throats I 
We will ever sing and pray for 

One who gives us gold for notes . 

fior. Silence, silence, cease your bawling,^ 
Nor like cats- with caterwauling, 
Wake the neighbours— stop your squalling. 
Rascals, or 1*11 dust your coats 1 

[FioRELLO sends the Serentulers away^ 

Enter VioKRO from his door^ 

Fig. (r.) And so, my smooth chinned philosopher, you 
thought to deliver your letter free from postage ? quite 
impossible, I assure you. 

Fior, (c.) And pray. Signer,, who arfi you^ and what 
letter are you speaking of? 

Fig, (r. c.) What letter ? Why,, the letter, the letter 
you've got in your pocket — ^the letter, that you wanted 
to convey to Rosina ; and as to your *' Wbo am I? " 
You must be a stranger indeed in Seville, not to know 
that (R.WAsk the girls who I am — I*m the Barber~a 
distinction, of- which I am not a little proud ; Did you 
never hear of it before? Every thing that*s smart, 
every thing, that's handsome, every thing that's roguish, 
every thing that's intriguing—all, all, that's the Barber. 

Ftor. And can you, witn these pretensions, destroy 
my master's hopes, who loves Rosina to distraction? 

Fig. Honour— my duty — I'm out-door spy here, by 
appointosent, in short, I'm tenant to Dr. Bartolo, over 



l>sad.iui4feftn».1n M>1^ Ui%mi(fr j»ixtyjV»isoT^Xogt^ to 
-^risob, if I am not Tigllant. 
. Fior., Aye, bQt<i]^. master cvifnTevenithat^ for he has 
ooth power an^ inqlioatioii to rc(war4 you liberally. 
\ Fig. Oh, I «m aVway^ grateful for the favours 1 am to 
receiye, andto^prove I deserve them^ Til tell you some- 
thing about j^our master^^He** a slim, genteel stjrangQr, 
a^ived.^ Seville three days back, very much in love 
with Dr. Bartolo's ward, has haunted his door, as yet, 
without success, and has now sent you to watch when 
Hosina, comes to the balcony. 

Fior, Well guess* d, ray Argus of Seville I but, yet, 
no name, no ^ank discovered. 

Fig. 'Ti9 impossible to keep them secret from, me 
long, if I don*t discover them to-day, I shall to-morrow,^ 
so you iftay aS well divulge. If I like vour master, and 
admit his pretensions, perhaps he may have a chance, if 
not, let liim despair ! With Marshal Bartolo within, 
and General Figaro without, the citadel can never be 
taken, de^nd upon Ittr ' 

Fior, Well, if I do divulge the secret, necessity is 
my excuse ; — ^Know thei^, my master is the Count Al- 
raaviva. 

Fig. [WUh -great suvpiHse."] Who 

Fior. Count Almaviva. 

Fig. ExceUent! excellent! ^^f^an^U^ and daneiHg 

Fior. Hush ! hush ! for Heaven^s sake 1 what's the. 
matter? 
' Fig. My old master f 

Fior. What? 

Fig. That I lived so long with at Madrid. 

Fiifr. Impossible! the young Count never had but 
one confidential servant before I lived with him, and he 
Y41S discharged for roguery. 

Fig. Ah, see how a poor fellow's character may be 
traduced I Sir, I was dismiss*d through a mistake ; the 
Count ch^i^ed me with wearing his clothes, before he 
had 4one with them. Now^ the fact was, I only tried 
them on, before he had begun with them— No, sir, I'd 
l^ave yon know, I had n soul above old clothes. 

Fior. Well, are we allies now, Figaro ? will you assist 

Fig. To the utmost verge of discretion ; self first. 
Count Almaviva second. Ijet blu^ state the terms of our 
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confederacy-^Bartolo in one scale, Almavtya tn the other 
— Justice is b1ind» 

(R08IKA draws up the Venetian blind at the balcony^ 
Bat soft, she comes forth. Now, to shew you my ^oadt 
will, I'll let you commence your operations, but I must 
pretend to be in bed, for if Dr. Bartolo once suspects me 
all my power to serve your master vanishes. 

[Exit into his house^ w 

DUETTO. — ^FiORELLo and Rosina, 
f for. Oh ! maiden fair, the morning breaks. 

And with the morn thy true love wakes I . 
He wakes in hope to set thee free^ 
And share thy love and liberty. 

Rosina, Ah! gentle youth, my burning cheek 

Would-shame the moming^s ruddy streak. 

If he for whom I feel it glow» 

Could hear my tongue my hopes avow. . 

Soth^ Ah ! maiden fair \ . theel , 

Ah I gentle youth f ^^ him f * ^^^^^ 
By every vow to love that's dear^ 

'She V ^^^ ^urst the tyrant's chains. 

Bar, [CalU within^h,'] Rosina! Rosina! 

Ros. [ To FioRELLO. J "Tis my guardian's voice'! hide 
under the window I 

Bar, [Entering the Balcony. "] Rosina, my loye, what,' 
at your matins so early ? 

Ros. Yes, sir, the beauty of the morning tempted me 
out ; the birds caroUM their songs of freedom, why not 
I mine of captivity ? 

Bar, Well, well, so long as yon do sing, no matter' 
for what, and, as you are in a singing mood, will yov 
favour me with the song you sung so well last night? 

Ros. [^Looking over some Musie,'] T would with great 
pleasure, sir, but unluckily 1 have left it in my own 
room ; if you will do me the favour to fetch it, I will 
sing with cheerfulness. 

Bar. Good girl ! good girl ! how kind and comply* 
ing 1 I'll fetch it back in an instant. 

, \_ExitfromBatconif, 
Ros, Now, then, to make the most of that instant ! 

[ Takes pencil and writes on a Song. 
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''' . Fi&r. {J>VfMii under the BaleenyJ] Bigsora? Signora ! 
^all I nm and fetch my master ? 

Bos* No, no ; bear this song to him, I shall haT^ done 
it in an instant. 

Bar, [SpeakM without,] The song'an't in your room ! 
I*Te searched for it high and low. 

Ro9, \^Embarras8edp] Oh ! dear* sir, I*m sorry yonVe 
had the trouble, I've got it, here it is — 

[Holds it out, drops it, and^crtams^ 

Enter Bartolo at Balcony 

Ah 1 it has fallen into the street ; Oh, my dear sir, run 
down, and get it, I would not lose it for the world. 

Bar, Oh J Jade 1 Jade ! you dropt it on purpose I I 
perceived it 1 In with you I--IUI fetch it ; but I'll fasten 
the balcony first— In, In, I say ! 

[They retircy and BAmohO fastens the Blind. 

Fior^ [ Takes Up the Song,"] Now, tiiep, with the wings 
of Mercury to delight my master. 

Fig>. [Peeping from his Door^ Hold ! don't forget to 
whom yon are indebted for all this ; and tell the Count 
to come to me with speed— away, away ! 
lExit FiORELLO,L.n.K. — Figaro returns into his House* 

SnterBATBtTOhOfrofhiiis Door, stooping to pick up the 

. Song, 

Bar. Why, where the devil is it? ^Looks about,] 
Gone ! gonel and i*m trickM! Oh, that balcony — that 
balcony is a temptation to Intrigue ; I'll have it pulled 
down, and the window brick'd up ! And look here ! 
Figaro's shop not open ! What is he about ? [Knocks 
loud al the Door and calls] Figaro ! Figaro ! [Figaro 
opens his Chamber mindom in his Night Cap, and puts 
a Blunderbuss out. 

Fig. If you don't go away, you're a dead man. 

Bar, Mercy on us ! don't you know me, Figaro ? 

Fig. [Gaping.] 1 know nobody in my sleep. 

Bur.iCreeps under the Window for safety] Odear! 
O dear I 

Fig. If you attack my house in the middle of the night, 
I'll blow your brains out. 

Bar, I'm Doctor Bartolo, your landlord ! be quiet 
and come down. 

Fig, Lord, sir, is it you? I'll be with you in, a mo- 
ment. [Leat/^s the W%ndojp. 

Bar, Was ^ver man so plagued with stupidity and 
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toinieryt jivery thing gQe9'<C9iitv«ry;^;all. «iesi$pl*Mto 
fret rae ! That fellow sleeps, because I wish him t^ keep 
awake; and my Wl^f'd wakes, beoaufiiel waiK Imr'to 
sleep— But 1*11 get my marriage contract engrossM to*' 
day, and then my fears will endi 

EfUer Figaro, who open$ hU Shop^windotofs 

Fig, In the name of all the saints, Signor, what htd 
ronsM you So early f 

Bar. The serenaders,. the caterwaulers ; my intended 
wife has roused me, — aye, and ought to have roused yoii 
too;, but Somnus was watchful, compared to you; 
[During thi9 JSpeeck he it locking ike /Mt>r.] What 
devil could prompt me to leave the balcony 7 Then, this 
stupid fellow, BasU, not to come with the marriage coV-' 
tract, as he promised. 

EtUer FioRBLLO (d the baek^ watching Barto&o. 

Bar^ Figaro I Jioaina and I are to be privately mar 
ried to-morrow ; I am now going to fetch Basil, so don't 
let a creature go near my door. I have locked mv ser-v 
vants all up, to prevent intrigue ; do your daty this one 
day, and your arrear of rent is cancelled. 
XBxit R. looking first at the houee and then at FkaAROt 
very suspiciously. 

Fig. So, off goes the old, and now for the new lover. 
[He makes signs to Fiorello, n>ho beckons on Coun^ 
ALMAViVAyrom l. u. e. — He runs to Figaro. 

Count. Ah, my faithful Figaro. 

Fig. Yes, my lord, your honest old servant. 

Count. HvLsh^^Slops his mouth.'} My title and yooi^ 
honesty must not be mentioned now ! I am here in dis- 
guise, perhaps you are the same ; I say nothing of yoni^ 
roguery, you say nothing of my rank. 

Fig. 1*11 not mention a word, my lord. 

Count. Silence, rascal, or 1*11 break your boBes. 

Fig. Thank you a thousand times ; the same kind, 
familiar, free-spoken, friendly, noble > 

Count. Hold, knave ; you, I. find still the same chat* 
tering blockhead, trith all your bad habits confirmed. 

Fig. Why, as you turned me off for making too free 
with your good ones, I think you shouMn*t find fault 
with n^e for. using my own. • 

Count. WeH, Figaro, you bav'nt starvM since wo 
parted ; I think you are much lustier. 
. Ftg-.^YeB^ Signor, want and fasting have done it. 
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donnL Wniat? . 

Fig^ Yes, signor, it has palfd me oat, as starT*d land 
pTodaces a toad- stool.' 

Count, But,' when yon left me at Madrid, you got 
employment; how did you' play your ' dfcrds to lose 
that? . / 

Fig. All pwing to an odd trick, sir ; soi they cat me 
<nit of the gfune t upon wliich t turned my back upon 
Madrid, a^d with all my worldly wealth in a pocket 
liandkerchief, I took a sbntimenital joumb^ to Seville, to 
vhicb place I begg*d, borrowed, and shayed my Way, till, 
baring overcome all dMRculti^s, I am at last settled Ui 
this shop, by Doctor Bartolo. 

Counf. Know, then, about six moAths ago, I ]net# 
Rosina on the Prado at l^adrid — sh^ captivated me be- 
yond my power to describe i I sought her in vain, thro* 
tovery hoqse in the city. — ^At length discovered her to be 
of oeble extraction, anoi^han^ and, they say, married to 
Doctor Bartolo., 

Fig, They say, who says 7 

Count. Common report. 

•JPi^. . Common report's a common liar; the Doctor 
yWes himself out for her husband, mei>ely to keep off 
others I s^e is yet only his ward ; but, to-morrow, indeeH, 
^U make' her his ivifei, 

Coiiii^ That to-morrow shallnefver come. 
. Fi^, JLqrd, sjr, you don't mean to murder him ? 
' Count, ^6 ; but I mean to carry off Rosina, aiid that 
will saVQ the pecessity. What is the outline of old Bar^ 
Wo's character? 

Fig, A piping, jpeering, growling, grunting, spying, 
ipftefni; stingy,' J elilous Old*ctirmudgeon; 
' Count. His prlyate virtues concisely summed up, now 
for his ]^abl^ oheS ? ' 

' Fig, He has hone. In short, he is hated by his ward; 
despised by the world, and hardly hionest enough' t6 
keep himself from the galleys. 
• Conn*. But, i» he very jealous? 

Fig, Jealous? he walks with the' candle b^itid \ 
Urn, for fear of leaving his shadow tu the roOtt I 
%ith heir; no male Yi$itors dure et^r perttiimd wflhlb Kllo^o^^ 
walls. /§ ■ 

O^ufi^. Have not you access, Figaro ? • ^ 

Fig, Yes, IbeScanse be can't do without me. I atn his 
[ Barber, Surgeon 4nd Apotheeary— Razors, Lahceili 
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Pestle and Mortar — always something to do jn the 
house. 

\ Count* Oh, my dear Figaro — you were born to be my 
friend* {Embracing him voatnUy, 

Fig. Oh, my dear Count {Embraces in his turn, J 

I Hjt^K^^miliarja great man is, when he wants one's assist- 

^ance. ^_- ^ — [Aside. 

Count. Now, what will be the best disguise for me to 
assume? 

' [Figaro looks at him with affected surprise. 

Come, come, my dear Figaro, no affectation; for 
tho* you are his apothecary, you know you .are my 
physician. 

Fig. Indeed 1 then let me feel your pulse. 

Count. You needn't — I know I must bleed. [Count 
takes out his purse— Figaro holds out his hand with- 
out looking at Count, who keeps putting money into 
U.^ There, there, there ! Ttc lost enough, I thinlc* 

i'ig. No ;— a few ounces more. 

Count. Why, I shall bleed to death I 

Fig. Your Doctor knows best what*s good for 
you. 

' Count. There, take it all. [PtUs the purse into Fi« 
GARo*s kand.^ And now are you satisfied ? 

Fig. [Puts purse in his pocket without looking al 
it."] ril put it in a cool place, and examine it to- 
morrow. . 

CotMt. Well, then, instruct me now h/QW I shall get 
admitted into the house. 

Fig. Thus, have you observed a number of soldiers 
in the city t 

Count. Certainly; their Colonel Is my friend* We 
quarter in the same hotel. 

Fig. Fortunate 7 ^Another battalion of the regiment 
are now marching in — you shall borrow a suit of theii 
olothes, and be quartered on Doctor Bartolo. 

Count. Transporting thought ! 

Fig. But you must get a protection from your friend, 
/ the Colonel, in case the soldiers shouhl question you ; 
and, as you may be guilty of some trifling extravagance 
in Bartolo*s house, you had better pretend to be a little 
tipsey ; this will put him off his guard, and be won*t g^^ 
much distrust you. 

Count* I am already drunk with joy I Qut how 
Bh»H ^ lull the vigilance of the servants 7 
' Fig. *I think the art of medicine may furnish the means. 
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Count, Why, Tillain, yon woaldn*! poison— «« 
Fig, O fie, vr€ doctors never call it poisoning. No, 
not pois6n^ but — ^in short,, they are always wanting my 
assistance, and now Vl\ give them a little Bomething 
that will do you good. But what did Rosina write on 
the song which I saw her throw out of the window ? 

Count, That shall be attended to immediately. Fto- 
rellol ICalU. 

Fio. Here, sir.. [Cotne* down. 

Count, Figaro, you must.be acquainted with my 
faithful Fiorello, he ifi to be depended on. [Takes the 
fong from Fiorbllo.] Hear what she says. [Reads,^ 
" I ha?e observed your attendance at my window. I 
remember you at Madrid. Sing some words to this 
air, under my balcony, which may let me know the 
name, situation, and intention of him who seems inte- 
rested for the unfortunate Rosina.**^ Charming Rosina 1 
but what tbe devil shall I do ? I can*t sing a-liote. 
Fig, Give it to me. I*m very pathetic in love songs. 

[Sings extravagantly. 
Count, Hold your fool's tongue. Here, Fiorello, 
while I prepare my disguise, take the ballad, and do 
the best for me. In an hour, Figaro, expect me equipped 
en militairil tiad may the God of love assist me to un- 
bar the gate,^ and bear my prize triumphantly away. 

[Exit, L. u. E. 
Fig, And 1*11 to my shop, and prepare some medi- 
cines for Bartolo*s servants. But, I say, youngster,, 
let me hear a specimen of your love-songs, since you're 
to shig for your master^ instead of Figaro.. 
Fio, Pooh! pooh. 

Fig, Poohf pooh !. Come, begin — You won't 7 Tlien, 
listen I I'll, give you a lesson in the Amoroso pathetic ! 

DUETT— Figaro and FiorelIiO* 

Fig,. Mighty Jove, In golden shower. 

Once who fell on Danse's breast ; 
Give to me gold's dazzling pow'r, 
Ev'ry maid would make me blest, 

Fior» Hold thy pompous, silly railing. 
Gold but wins the meaner part ; 
True love's song is more prevailing,^ 
<• Dearest 1 give me heart for bearU"^ 
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. Bath, ' Falib^: my oomrade, tuneftil thrilling 1 
• . Bmvo ! bray* \ both are killing ! 
- Now away, thon ! and success, boy ! 
Both oHr efforts soon will bless, boy! 

Fio. When song is flowing, 
When loTe is glowing. 
O'er fancy throwing 
Her light divine I 
Thoughts bright and beaming. 
As sun-beams streaming, 
0*er maidens dreaming. 
Then, then are mine I 

Fig* When cups are clinking. 

When gold is chinking, 
Those, to my thinking, 

Are more divine f 
Thoughts bright and beaming. 
As guineas streaming. 
O'er misers dreaming, 

Then, then are mine ! 
[Ex€^nt FioRELLO, l. u. e. Figaro, r. 

SCENE II.— jRon'f»a*« Apattment. 

Enter Rosina, l. 
Bo9» (c.) What a situation has fortune placed me in 1 
An orphan in the power of a wretch, base enough to take 
t^e adVantage his guardianship gives him, to force me 
into a marriage with himself. — This, surely, is an apo- 
logy for my conduct. Immured, and in the hands of 
such a man, id it a crime to deliver myself from tlw 
dceadful bondage ? 

fiONO.— RosiNA. 

Tyrant, soon 1*11 burst tliy chains. 

Sweeter bonds than thine to prove ; 
Pfi^sion's voice thrills thro* my veins, 
Waking all my soul to love. 
With mild and docile air, 
•And plajpful as a lamb, 
- N«ver was gentler fair j 

Than all confess I am. 

Doves not more meek appear, 

If none partake or chide. 
'BvX if with tyrant sway, 

Ity mind they seek to fix, 
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I'd die to have my way ? — 

A thousand wayward tricks 
And subtle wiles Fd play, 

*Ere they my will shoulfi guide. 
[^t$.l Marcellina! 

Enter Marcellina, l» 

Marcellina, is my guardian returned ? 

Maro, I believe he is, my lady ; I saw him talking to 
Figaro, over the way, just now — He and Basil, your 
music master, seemed to be returning together. 

Ros. If Figaro is come in with them, send him to me 
priTately-^tell him I want to speak' to him. 

Marc. Yes, my lady— -[y<«ide] and I want to speak 
to him also, but both upon the same subject, I*Te no 
doubt. [Exit, L. 

Ro9. I think 1*11 write, and explain more fully to him ; 
but, the walls have eyes and ears, I believe, for ihy 
guardian is made acquainted with every thing I do^but 
I' will write*; [Writes,'] Heaven knows if I shall be ever 
able to send this — however, l*ll have it ready. I saw 
my spark through th6 blind, in a long discourse with 
Figaro— that Figaro's a good creature 1 when he comes 
X shall perhapa get some intelligence. 

[Foi<U up the letter^ and puts, it in her bosom^ 

Ent^ Figaro, l» 

Fiff. All the intelligence I can communicate, yoa may 
command, Signora. 

Rot, Ah, Figaro I I'm gtad to see you. 

Fig, Thank you, madam, I hope you are well this 
morning. 

-Roe* No, Figaro, I am ill — dying with ennui. 

Fi§. That's wrong, madam, in one so handsome and' 
Eccomplished as you are. 

Roe, Alas, Figaro what avails beauty, or accom<» 
plishments, if I am to be ever shut up within these 

walla! 

Fiff, Ah, to-morrow opens your prison, gives us all 
some wedding-cake, and makes you Madame Bartolo. 

Ro9, Never, Figaro ! 

Fig. The Doctor*s this moment returned with Basil, 
his prime minister, and your music-master ; they arejiow 
dosetted together, and prosing over the contract. 

Roe. Then it would be a pity to disturb their dreams 
—to. Let them rest, and tell me, Figaro, who waa that 



with whom you were, in such earnest converaation, \m, 
der my window, just now ? 

Fig» Oh, a charming young man~-4i friend of mine, 
a student at the university, of great expectations, won* 
derful talent, and uncommonly handsome. 

Ros, You give him a high character, iFigard. 

Fig. Not more than he deseryes, madam, I assure you I 
He is a dutiful son, an affectionate brother, and a kind 
friend ; and might make his fortune by marriage oyer 
and oyer again, but he has one very great fault. 

Rc». Ah ! what is that, Figaro ? 

Fig, The fooVs in love, ma*am. 

Rm, Do you call that a fault ? . 

Fig. The greatest, madam ; what right has a poor 
young man like this, to fall in love ? 

Ros. The right that nature gives, when she.makea 
a poor young man so amiable 1 What is his name, 
Figaro? ♦ 

Fig, His name is Lindor, madam. 

Ros, Poor Lindor I and the name of the lady who is 
Ihe object of his passion ? 

Fig. Ah, madam, that*s a secret not to be divulged I 
the lady herself doti*t know of his passion, his diffidence 
is so great ; he never told his love — but, as the English 
poet says, *' He lets concealment, like a worm in the bud, 
feed ou his damask cheek.*' 

Ros. Heigho ! Does the lady he loves live far from 
this place ? 

Fig, Quite close, madam, -> 

Ros. Is she of this neighbourhood?. 

Fig. Of this city, madam. 

Ros. And what sort of a person has she ? 

Fig. Agreeable beyond compare:— Figure, en hon 
•foint — Face, smiling and good-natured — hair, dark — 
eyes, blue — cheeks, rosy — and a hand, whose toucll 
would thaw an icicle. 

Ros, And her name, Figraro ? 

Fig, Must not pass my lips, madam. 

Ros, Why, Figaro? 

Fig. . Because IVe sworn my mouth should not sound 
her name, 'till she changes it to another. 

Ros, But I have seen you talk with your fingers, 
Figaro. 

Fig, [;Asid€.'] The devil never fail'd a woman at ini 
mention ! \He makes Ihe letters (if her name with his 
Jingersy and she repeats them with the signs,] . ^ " 
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Boa. R O S I. N . A.-^Rosina I , 

Fig* Tbe 8«Bie<-^Ward to Dr. Bartolo. 
Ros, Can it be possible? Sare you do bat Jest; yet 1 
.wili -confess, I had half imagined it— but tell me all. 

Fig, He fell desperately in love with you at Madrid, 
followed you to SeyiUe, and if you will take him, poor 
:a9 hp is, he will resoue you, or peri^ in the attempt. 
Ro8. Can I belieye you, Figaro ! 
Fig. No, mft*am, don*t belieye me. Let him conre 
•and tell you himself. 

Rom. Come here I Are you mad ? 
Fig. Suppose you send him a letter 7 
Row* A letter 1 Can you think I could be so impru- 
dent? Impossible! Impossible! Such conduct would 
.'e^tiugui»h oy^ry spark of love. 

Fig, That depends on how the spark is attached ; the 
;aame breath that blows out a candle, can blow it in 
again ! A rude blast will extinguish a torch, while a 
soft breath will light up a furnace ? ^ 

.^ Ro8.. I can't write, but Til send him a message. Tell 
him,'Figaro, out of friendship—only out of friendship-*- 
f tUat-^I-I-I don't know what to say^ I'm sure ! 
, Fig* Say nothing, ma'am, but write I Lord ! I am the 
^worst at deliyerlog a message in the world ; 'tis ten to 
one but 1 say, you were stark mad with joy, and quite 
iifnpaiient to see himi* ' . 

Ro8, Heaven forbid, Figaro ! Then you think I had 
: better write. 
. Fig. Certainly, ma'am, write instantly. - 

Ra8. Well, Figaro— [Draw* a letter from her bO' 
9om\ tb^ntakett! 

Fig. [Aside.'l Pretty innoceut ! [imitating Aer] ♦* I 
tpan^: Wfiite^such conduct would extinguish iivery 
spark of love." Qh, woman, woman ! how apt you 
,are, and how Uttle teaching do you want 1 

Bar. [ Without^ l.] What I not one rascally servant 
'in^ibewayl 

'.-. J^9. Heavens ! my guardian 1 If he finds you with 
me, he*ir suspect a thousand things I 
.. Pigt'.VjMLf nothing; I'll slip down the back stairs 
and attend my patients, Argus and Tallboy, to whom I 
have administered a prescription which will be rather 
unpleasant. I'll then fly, and deliver your prescription 
fMXin^ory. wWch will reyiye. his hopes and conjure him 
Mre in less time than you expect : so be prepared I 

. [Exit, R. 
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Ro8* I shall be all anxiety, till I know what his 
plans are I declare, I tremble so already, l can 
scarcely stand, and here comes my tyrant ! 

[Sits to her tambour and sinffs^ 

Bar. Oh I a plagfue of that Figaro] I never let 
bim into my house but he does me some mischief f 

Ros, What now, sir 7 What has Figaro done to vex 
you now ? 
' Bar, Done I the damn'd Barbering Surgeon, iifi ten 
minutes, has laid up my whole family : not a servant has 
escaped him ; he has given the footman a sleeping 
draught; the cook, a sweat; the coachman, a sneezing- 
powder ; he has bled the porter in^the foot ; and clappM 
a plaister on the single peeper of the one-eyed mule. 

Ro8, If you want any thing, sir, 1*11 attend you with 
much pleasure. 

Bar. You are remarkably obliging to-day, Rosina ; 
you kindl-y offered to sing me a song, and more kindly 
threw it into the street, for somebody to Whip it up ! 

Bos. I dropped it by accident, sir : and perhaps the 
wind, or some chance passenger- 
Bar. Yes, yes, the wind ! there is something in the 
wind, I believe ! And the chance passenger was wait- 
ing to pick up any paper the lady might drop on pur- 
pose, by accident. 

Ros. Your suspicions, sir, are as unfounded as 
they areoifensive. 

Bar, They are offensive, Rosina, because they are 
not unfounded, I dare say, I am not right in suspect- 
ing that Figaro has been with you ? 

Ros, Why, sir, are you jealous of Figaro? 

Bar, Figaro is a man, madam I 

Ros, And must I be in love with every man I seet 

Bar. I don't know, 

Ros. Yes, you do, sir ; for I see yon every day, 
without being in love. 

Bar. That's not to the purpose — Has not Figaro 
brought yon an answer to the billet you dropped out of 
the window ? 

Ros, Continue, sir, to insult me with your nngene* 
rous surmises — ^I know I must bear it. i 

Bar, And Figaro has not brought you a letter 

Ros. No, sir, on my honour. 

Bar„ And have yon written na answer Jo any thlnf 
he has brought 1 

Ros, No, sir. 



Bar. Perhaps yoQ- hn^fSnct written at all } 

Ro8, No, sir* 

Bar. {titMdmtthold qfber hand:^ Then how came 
year finger igark'id with ink ? 

Rot, Ink, sir — ^that's a bum — I burnt my finger and 
it made a mark^ sol put some ink on It, to send it 
away, t . .' 

Bar. Oh, you burnt it! and did you bum one of the 
sW^ets of paper I left here ? There were three, and 
there are but two remaining — but, I suppose, you put 
iom<^ inkt>ft that and sent it away. - - > 

Rot, No, sir — I-^I — that sheet of paper, I used to 
wrap some sweetmeats in which I gaje to Figaro 

Bar. Gave Figaro sweetmeats 7 • 

Rot, Yes, sir*, ' for little Agnes.. 

Bar, And,yho the deyil is little Agnes 7 

Rot, Hismiece, sir. ' 

Bar, I never heard of her— -he has no niece* 

Rot, Oh I yes, yes, little Agnes, a baby. 

Bar, Oh,!.. .you wrapt up some sweetmeats, to send by 
Figaro, tcf th^ tittle baby, which of course must haVd 
wanted directing , Ua I see the pen has been used lately, 
u the ink is yet wet in it. 

Rot. No, $|ii,>.LHfiedthat pen todraWa flower for 
ny tambour. 

Bar. A flower ! what flower ? a devil in a bush 7 

Rot. It waE&L*t Heartsea8e,*-I*m SQre^ sir. ; 

Bar, Oh, RosiuA, Rosina! you attempt invain to 
impose on me ! In, in to your chamber ; and with the 
lattice loclf d iom one side, and this door On the other, 
perhaps I may secure you. 

^ Rot. My person bot not my mind, that is as free as 
ftir ; nor bolts, nor bars, can ever fetter that. 

*' / [^^ie.goet in n. — he loekt the dooVm 

•^^Af. Oh, woman, woman ! thou beauteous bit of 
niscldef ; how you torment us through life — at twenty, 
you're pleasing ; — at forty, teasing ;— and ever after a 
perpetual blister: - . * 

SjQNQ.— Bartolo. 

' ■ Woman-kind 
Are defln'd. 
Truly worst of life's yexations ; 
All their joy. 
Mail and boy, 
Is to mi^ke us slaves : 
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Thro* all ages, 
Still they plague qb. 
Stir ocor.passionfi, try our patience ( 
Charms that grieve us» 
Never leave us, 
•Till we're in our graves. 

For woman-kind, i^ 

1 • • • , 

Never yet 
Was a net 
Half so strong as woman's beauty; 
Pull and strain^ 
All in vain, 
Never will it break ; 
When she frees ye, 
You're uneasy. 
Then 'tis pleasure, rapture, dutjTi 
■,To be sighing, 

Cringeing, dying, 
Fof the gipsey's sake. 
' For woman-kind, ftc* 

Warm and cold^ 
Shy and bold, 
*Never certain long together^ 
Foul and fine. 
Rain and shine. 
Calm, and breeze, and squall I 
Always ranging. 
Shifting, changing. 
Quicker f ban the wildest weather t 
Soothing, vexing. 
Never fixing; 
Devil take 'em all ! 

For woman-kind, fte* 



SCENE III.— ii Chmnbef. 

Enter Marcbllina, 

Mar, What a disagreeable house this Is t nothing 
but noise and snarling ! my old master may lock RosinU 
up, but, if my spark keeps his word, she'll soon be re- 
leased, in spite of him I [^ knocking at the street door^ 
K>. s. E.] Whum have we here? [Knocking rcpeatedA 
The Don*8 in a hurry, whoever he may be. Well, l 
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maat h^ porter to-day, for not a man serrant in the 
bouse but Figaro has disabled* IKnoekin^ again*, 

Ent^r Bartolo, l. 

Bar, Hey-day ! what thundering^ noise is this 7 If 
the house on fire, or, are we besieged ? 

Mar. Besieged, I dare say, sir, for they are sol* 
diers that are so clamorous. 

Bar, Soldiers 1 what the devil haye I to do with sol- 
diers? 

Mar, You know, sir, the whole city's full of them ; 
they are quarterM in every house, and these, I suppose, 
fall to your share. 

Bar. Oh I this completes my miserv I I dare not t«« 
fuse them, and y<*t I dread to let them in. Argus I 
Tallboy ! come and answer the door, Argus, I say t 

EhUer Arous, r. stretching and yawning. 

Oh ! you are here, sir ? 

ArguM, A— a— a— h — ah I — did you a — a— ah— ca--« 
^a— U— sir ? 

Bar, Call, sirrah ! aye, don't you hear the knocking 
at the door? its loud enough to wake the dead, old 
opium— where have you been? 

Argus, sSiTy I'wa — a— 4i — s — 

Bar. Was contriving some roguery. 

Argus. No, sir ; Fig — a~a — ro f— f— ound me very 
ill,, and ga— a— «— ve me a— a— >a draught to eompose 
me. 

Bar, Compose — a scoundrel — ^How dare he give you 
« draught without my prescription ? Where's Tallboy ? 
Call him to me. 

Argus, Tall — ^b— o— o— y? 

Bar, Shut your mouth, you fool, an let me call him 
Viyself— Tallboy ! Tallboy! 

Enter Ta(.lbot, l. sneex(ng„ 

Tall, Atchi !— here— here— Chi— chi— here, sir. 
Bar, The fellow will sneeze his head off* 
Tall, I've sneez'd above fif—flf—fif— atchi— fifty 
times in a minute. It has shook->shook— shook — At- 
chi ! Oh ! sliook me to pieces* 
Bar, Hark ye, rascals I 

Argus, Ye— e— es, sir ! 1 rr^„^»L^ 

rm. Ye-.y.-atchi I yes, sir ! f Together, 

ILaud knodcing at the doar^ 
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Bar^ Oh ! yon gaplnf, sneeiingscotkndr^Is t ffh^mT^ 
some roguery ^t the bottom of this. — Get about yoitf* 
business I I'll go to the door myself. 

[Exeunt Argus, Talxbot, and Baktqlo; 

Mar. Excelleut Figaro! he has completely iiisabted 

/ Tallboy and Argus — they can giv^ no interruption t6r 

I our lovers. But Rosina is lockM up, and though thoy 

may get admittance into the house, it will require' a(idl«> 

tional ingenuity to get her out of it. 

Enter Bartolo, h, s. e» hackwardSyirying to-prevent' 
Count Almativa from entering— the Count U. 
disguised as an officer, and affects drunkenness* 

Bar. If ycAi'^ would do m« the favour to walk into 
finother room — 

' Count. Yes, yes^ Til do you the favour to wa}k int<i' 
your rooms, old boy ! 

Bar. Drunk tool Oh, dear! This room you won't 
like, sir. ' > 

Count: Yoa*re quite right, sir— ^I do like it much. . 

Bar. But, sir, I believe I have a privilege, whidft* 
exempts me from having trOops quartered on me.. 

Count. Yes, yes, you're exempt, qtiite exempt, thiit^ 
made me come. > 

Bar. Yes, sir, it is a licence which expressly states, 
I*m not to have ope-^ 

C9unU ^o^not one ; [stopping his mouth.'] certainly 
not one. So, there are two of ns ; my eomraide, he's a' 
little sober, I'm a little mellow, you old rogue ! andi 
that's the way we-soMiei^ <iarry on the war. ^ - 

Bar. yi^hat am I to do 1 Where is your billet ? Lett 
met look at it. ■ ) 

Count. My billet? « 

. Bar. Ay^»' toar* billet; for toy exemption t caiVy 
about with me. [Count turns froth him.'] Here it UfJ 

[^Takes paper from his pocket. 

Count. Aye, here it ts, sure enough. [Staggers to a 
chair and sits do#i».] You're exceedingly polite, and 1 
will sit down with a great deal of pleasure. 

Bar. Sir, I did'nt ask yon to sit down. 

Count. Oh, my dear sir, you are extremely kind, and) 
I'll accept your offer. . ) 

Bar. 'This fellow'll drive me mad.. 1 ask you, once 
for all, to see your billet, or in this house yon don't stay. 

Count. Billet I billet i oh> yes, you .shall see it; it'is 
l)«t right;: [Ifim.'jonrft dra»$ his sword.] Here it is ; 
look at it, myxoid boy I 



^CBNlTllI,] SUE J&ARSBR. OP SBYtiA'9* f 

Bar. [Callinff.^.Hfiipl help ! where are all the ser- 
yants ? Oh, I forgot ; where's Basil ? [CoZ/tny.] Basil 1 
come to my assistance I 

[^The Count goes up and meets MAHcEhijisk, 

. Count. [In a low voice »'\ Where is my aogel confined ? 

Mare, In that room ; but be prudent. ' , 

Bar, [TWruf. and sees them together, "{ Ah ! that 

she-devil is plotting with him. Will nobody come and 

turn that drunken rascal out ? Basil ! why don*t you 

come to my assistance ? 

Enter Basil, l. 

Bos. What noise is this ? 

Bar, Fetch me an Alguazile ! [ Violent Jcnoekin^ at 
the door. — Opens the door and looks owC.] Why, here is 
another of them, and he seems as far gone as bis com- 
rade. 

Entet FioRBLLO in a military dress, pretending' 

to be drunk, 

FINALE. 

^or. Hollo ! house here ! — Hey ! good people ! .. 

Hollo I house here ! — Faith, you'll sleep ill ! 
Bar» Who can this be 7-^Ugly fellow ! 

Drunken rascal, thus to bellow ! 
Fior, Hollo I house there ! All are still here ! 
Bar, Signer Whiskers, what's your will here ? 
Fior, Hey ! oh, oh !— Pray, how d'ye do, sir ? 
Bar, Stupid puppy I ^Who are you, sir? 
Ffor. Are not you, sir-4>ut steady— order ! 

Doctor Balarda? 
Bar WhatBalardo? 

Fiar. Ah I ah, Bertoldo— 
Bar, Pooh! pooh I Bertoldp 

No -such person — Hear me, fool, do ! 

Doctor Bartolo ! Doctor Bartolol 
Fior. Ah I bravissimo! Doctor Barbaro ! 
Bar. Provoking ! Who waits there ? 

Basil \ Tallboy ! Argus ! here ! 

Enter Argus, r. 

Arg, Ya-a-aw I Did you call, sir ? 

Bar, Yes, the dead might hear me bawl, sir ! 

But you've had a sleeping dose 7 ; 
if i^« Ye-e-er— Figaro gave it to compose.' 
Bar, V\\ compose him I Tallboy ! here ! 
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ffifer Tallboy, l. 

Tali. I'm here, 8ir—Chi^CSneezes,J atchi — oh, dear ! 
Bar>, Curse your gaping and sneezing, I sure shall fiT^ 
mad! 
But 1*11 be revenged ! if revenge can be had 1 

Enter Rosina, r. b. e. 

Bosina, Gracious heaven ! what a clangor ( 

What has raisM my guardy^s anger ? 
Fior» [To Count.] Now*s the lime, sir give the 
letter— 
'Tis your Lindor ! [To Rosina.] 

[Count throws a letter-l 
Bar: That's for me. 

Fior.No— stop a little ! you shall see. 
Prescriptions only are for you ; 
But letters go where they are due I 
Bo9, Charming 1 Charming I Oh ! delightful ! 
Bar, Charm— the devil 1 Oh ! *tis frightful ! 
Kos. What a fuss ! hei-e take the letter ! 
Ever thus for nought you school me ! 

IGivet a wrong paper, 
Bar» [Reads,'] ** List of dresses T* t know better I 

** Gowns and night-caps ! *' They but fool me i 
Ros, ^ Bravo I bravo ! all is right now, 
Fio, > Fortune takes the lover's part, 
Btar, y O'er their ev'ry day and night now^ ^ 

Love his blessing shall impart. 
Bar. Plague upon 'em ! rage and 9pite now 
Rack my brain, and tear my heart. 

Enter Figaro, l. 8. E. 

Fig, What has happened ? some disaster 

Can I help you, worthy master? 
Bar, Scoundrel ! you are in the plot, sir. 
Fig, *Pon my'honour, I am not, sir. 
Ros, ) 

Fior. > Stay your hand, sir ! Le is not, sir. 
Mar. > 

Enter Basil, l. 
Bas, Hold! there, hold! why all this stunning t 
Half your good neighbours this way runnug 
Ro9, Fig, } 

Fi, Mar, > Hush 1 hush 2 be quiet, let us all agree. 
4* Basil, 3 [Knocking without, L. 

All, Sounds of authority ! Who can they be ? 
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Biir. Mrho*»,there f 

Boldiers, [fVithout,"] Admit us, and you shall gee* 

All, The soldiers I Admit them t 

Enter Officer and Soldiera^ 

OffieerStAnA, good people, quick, obey us ! 

Tell the reason of tiiis noise. 
Bar, Sir, these soldiers have, abus'd me, 

Like a Tery dog have us*d me I 
BasU^ Sir, these soldiers are the cause here 

Of the riot, and the noise here. 
F^. Sir, I came to see the clatter. 

But know nothing of the matter ! 
Fiar, Sir,- that wicked old curmudgeon 

Wants to turn us from our lodging, 
Ros, 4* \ Pi^y* sir, pity the poor fellow, 
Mar. y Wine has made him rather mellosr 
Officer, Silence 1— I hear ye-^Hark*ee, fellow 

You're our prisoners — quick away ! 
Fior* Give the paper, Signor, pray ; 

We your prisoners ? pr'ythee, stay.- 

(^FioBELLO givet Officer a proU'ction—the OfficKB 
taluteiy and Soldier$ sheath their sword*"^ 
Bartolo U petrified, 

^RIO.— RosiNA, FiORELLO, aitd Basil. 

Cold and immoyeahle 

As sculptur*d fear I 
All power has left him 

To see, or hear. 

[Bartolo recovera^l 
Bar, But, good sir— ^ 

Chorus. Hold your tongue I 

Bar, Vm a man—. 

Chorus. Get along I 

Bar, That's my ward— 
Chorus, Pray have done 1 

Bar, And I saw— 

Chorufit, We are gone. 

Bar. Rq8, ) 

Sf VYetifwe- 
BtuUi ^ 

Chorus, Do not bawl I 

Bar.RcfS.' 

4r }• Oply hear — 
Basils 
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ChoTUM Silence all I 

, £^nd your qtiarr^ls 1 Leaye the ground \ 

All. What confusion I With the dinning;- 

Round my (his) giddy head is spinning ! 
No one ending, each beginning I 
All in rage and clamour drownM I 

KND OF ACT I. 



ACT IL 



SCENB I. — A Room- at Dn. Bastolo's^ adjoUdng 
RosiNA*8.— Bartolo dUcovered sitting^. 

Bar, What a scene of perplexity am I JnvotvM in ! 
These drunken soldiers are not known by any other in 
the regiment, and yet, on a sudden, as much respect 
was paid to them, as if they had been the Commanders 
of it. I have my doubts ; 1 am informed Count Alma- 
Tiva is in Seville, and means to make proposals of 
marriage to Rosina. How can I justify the refusal of 
such an honourable match ? Basil advises some scanda* 
lous story, which may set her against him ; [Rises] but, 
a perverse girl always loves in opposition to reason— 
and to tell her, her loyer^s a rake, is to make her more 
determined to have him. \^A loud knock J] Who's there? 

Enter Count, l. -dressed as a Music Master, and as' 
Slanting a very sanctified appearance—bowM very low. 

Heyday ! whom have vire here ? 

Count, Peace and happiness be with you, sir. 

[Bofsinff, 

Bar, (c.) Much obliged, sir; but, my peace and 
happiness, are not likely to be disturbed^ except by 
intruders* 

Count, (l. c.) Happiness and peace attend you ! 
, {^Bowing. 

Bar, Pshaw ! may I ask, sir, what brought you here 1 
who are you ? and what do you want ? 

Count* May peace and happiness fall to your lot ! 

[Bom(ng, 
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Bar, IVas there ^Ter-Such a tiresome blockh^dj 
£Hr, I mast insist upon it, you leave this bowing and 
ficraping^^ and tell me who you are. 

Count. My name is Alonzo, a Bachelor of Aits — 
a licentiate,— 7pupil to Don Basil, organist of the Grand 
Convent; who has the honour to be music master to 
Madame Rosina. 

Bar. Well, Don Alonzo, &c. &c. &c. come to the 
point. — If Basil wanted to introduce you, why did he not 
come with you ? 

Count. Alas ! sir, it was not in his power I sudden 
illness (l*m shocked to say) confines him to his bed. 

Bar. His bed I why, man, he was here within this 
hour. 

Count. I know it, sir ; but, in returning home, he— 
his foot — ^against a stone — his hand — -his armn-leg — shook 
'-{jtretends to w€ep\ bed — oh I 

Bar. Mercy on us ! you frighten me ! — poor Basil 
confined to his bed — 1*11 ,go to him immediately — [/aft* 
ing theGovsT by the arm.'\ 

Count. Oh, the devil ! {Aside^"] No, no, not abso- 
lutely confined to his bed, only to his room, sir ; — and 
he desired me to inform you — yComing near to whiter 
Bartolo, who retreats from Aim} — But can nobody 
overhear us ? 

Bar. No, sir,, no one can overhear us, and I'*m sorry 
for it, for I suspect you to be a rogue I Oh, you may 
start, and fret, but l*m not to be imposed upon— Speak 
out, speak loader, I*m deaf. 

Count. Oh, with all my heart! — [banting] — Count 
Almaviva, who has changed his lodging»-r 

Bar. Sofdyl softly I 

Count, Count Almaviva is coming this evening. 

Bar. [Trying to stop his mouf A]— Softly, good 
Alouzo I I beseech you, softly, softly ! 

Count. It was I discovered he was in love with Rosi- 
na, and that she, ignorant of his rank, had contrived to 
send him a letter, directed to him under his feigned 
name, wbich letter I got possession of. 

Bar. A letter !— ray dear friend, lower your voice !— ^ 
Rosina can overhear us ! — Come, tell me all: — ^You say 
that Rosina — • 

Count. Yes, sir, I do say that this, and much 
more I discovered ; but really, your uncivil beha- 
vionr— 

Bmr. I'll be Very civil now 5 but pray speak 
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Counl. Why, you are deaf, you say. 
Bar. Yes, when I don't chuse to hear, but now I do. 
— ^I am so beset with knayes, — but I beg your pardon, 
agaiA afid again ! 

Count* Sir, I am satisfied. 

Bar, Well, you hane got the letter, you say? 

Count. Yes, but you say she can overhear us. 

Bar. No, no, not if you speak low : but 1*11 be 
sure that she is safe.- [Goes^ softly to Ro8ina*8 door. 

Count. So — I have brought myself into a fine scrape, 
by my scheme to gain his confidence ! If I don*t shew, 
him the letter, I go back no better than I came I but, if 
I do, and by that means gain an interview with Rosina, 
I could apprize her of my motive, and it would be a 
master stroke of intrigue. 

Bar. [Returns pn ^ip^oe.] All's safe! all's snug! 
Now let me see the letter. 

Count. There, sir. [Giving it. 

Bar. 'Tis her hand, sure enough! [Heads.^ 
— " Tortured and imprisoned by an ugly old monster.' 
Oh I the perfidious slut 1 — the jade— the — 

Count. Now return me the letter again. 

Bar. No, no, I'll keep the letter. 

Count.. You keep it — Oh, if you please— But 1 had a 
plan, with the help of that letter, to make her renounce 
Count Almaviva. 

Bar. How, how, my good Alonzo ? 

Count. Why, I did intend to show her the letter, tell 
h«:7 that Lindor had betrayed her, boasting of her fa- 
vours, given her letter to Count Almaviva — 

Bar. I see, — I perceive ! — a lie ! a piece of scan- 
dal ! the very thing Basil proposed ! I see now you 
are a. pupil of his I-— But how shall I introduce you to 
her? Had I not better say, (as Basil is ill) that you 
are come in his stead, to give her a lesson of rau5ic ? 

Count. Excuse me, Dr. Bartolo-— the suspicious ten- 
dency of your disposition, induces pie now to dechue 
any interview with your ward. 

Bar. Pho, pho I I can have no suspicion of yon 
now, my dear friend! — Pray, oblige me. See her, 
and tell her the contents of this letter, and what use 
the Count made of it. [In a whisper.^ 1 can tell you, 
there is something in ybur appearance that she wont 
dislike. 

Count Do you think so ? 
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. Bar. l*in sore go**-! thought flo the moment I saw 
you. I^ll go and fetch her to take her lesson. 

Counts Do so'; but not a word oC the letter* 
. Bar. Not a syllable 1 — for me to mention it to her, 
would ruin the plot. 

Couni. It would indeed. Mum I 

Bar. Snug I— I'm no fool. [Exit n. 

Cewnt, Perhaps we shall be able to make vouone, 
old gentleman I the letter was a Ijicky thonght. Sh6 
comes ! how my heart beats with joy 1 

Enter Bastolo and Rosina, r. relueiantly^ an4 ' 
with her back to the Count. 

Ro9, (u,) But, sir, I am not in spirits to take a les- 
son, and I hate a strange music-master. 

Bar, (b.) But you wont*t hate Signor Alt>nzo. Dq 
take your lesson, if only out of civility. Basil being 
ill, this worthy man has come to attend you, and it 
would be rude to send him away without his errand. 
* Jlo». Well, who is the fright? — [Tum9 round an4 
Mtreanu at seeing him.] — Ah ! 
Bar, What's the matter, child ? 
Ros. Heavens, sir ! 
Bar» Are you taken ill, Rosinat 
- Ros, "No— not ill, sir, — ^but— [Bakt. eateheM her by 
the arm.] 

Count. In turning about— 
■ Rot* My foot slippe4 under me. 
Count, Yes, I perceived it, madam. 
Ros. Oh, sir, when I turn'd round, it went quite to 
my heart ! [Looking at Almayiva.] 

Bar* Sit down, sit down, child I— Alonzo, take hold 
of her a moment !— [He ^tve« her to Almayiva, and 
goes to the back of the Stage for a chair."] 

Count. [Whispers in a hurried manuerm'\ I have a 
thousand things to say to you. 
Ros. He'll not leave us a moment. 
CounL Figaro will be here presently to assist us. ' 
Bar, [Bringing a chair.] Come, sit down, my dear.— t 
\Aside to Count.] Was ever any thing so provoking f 
Now, I'm sure I snail not be able to preYail on her to 
take her lesson. Well, Rosina, you shan't be plagued 
low with music ; to-morrow will do. Goo<l day, A- 
lonzo. 

. Ros, No,— stay, young gentleman ; my foot is muelf 
(elter— a little music will compose my spirits* 
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Comif. \ Aside to Bart.] Let her bayo her way — 
don't oppose her. 

Bar, Well, my rose-bud, if you dhuse It, Signor 
Alonzo shall stay, — aod I*U Btay and attend you, while 
you take your lesson. 

Ros, 'So—yjon hate music, sir, — we shall do much 
better without you. 

Bar» But your voice always enchants me, Rosina, 
«nd 1 won't lose a note of it. 

Ros. [Aside.] Provoking I 

County The Doctor is quite right, madam ; pray 
let me have the honour of giving my lesson .in his pre 
sence. 

. Bar, Aye*, aye ; let us have the piano forte moved 
this way. 
[Hegoe* up the Stage with his back towards them^ 

and pulls the instrument down — while he is doing 

thisy they both speak.'] 

Counts What* 9 to be done ? I can't sing a note, and 
know no more of music than of Chinese. 

Ros, Strum a few chords, it will answer the purpose 
quite as well. 

Count, Admirable I [Kisses her hand, and then 
runs up offielouilji to assist Baryolo.]— Let me help 
you, sir. 

[They bring the instrument down^ and Almatita 
places three chairs,"] 

Count. [Takiny up several pieces of musie.'] Wbicb , 
is your favourite study, madam ? 

Bar, [Sitting at the end of the piano,] The song 
in the key A. she prefers— hand it to me, and I'll shew 
you a passage in it, which I think very chromatic, nnd. 
objectionable. 

Cottit^ Oh, yes, Mr — the song in A. certainly. 
[He turns them all over, not knowing which it t>, 

Kosina j9u<7« the comer ofonCy which Almaviva 

hands over to the Doctor.] 

Bart, Aye now, look here. 
\fVhile Bartolo is looking at the song, the (/OUNT 

and RosiNA sit at the instrument, laugh^ and 

make significant gestures at each other^ which 

Bartolo partly sees, and begins to be a little 

#ti^'cto«#.— Count looks remarkably sanctified,} 
I say, look here ! I think these intricacies are barba- 
rotts— but it is the modern siyle of music— Tery fa* 
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drowsy. 

Rot, But the sentiment of the ballad is beautiful 1 
The idea is spring I which is considered the youth of 
nature, emancipating itself from the cold embrace of 
winter ! Pity and -sensibility conibine to e^ect the 
feelings — ^love and, gratitude follow — and the sensa-, 
t(oDS are those the slave tastes, When blessed With a* 
glinipse of charming liberty 1 > . . . . 

Bar, [To Ck>bNt.] HoW romantic ! 

C<mfi<. Do you |)ereeiTethe illiisloii? 

Bar, Too well I plague on her t 

Count, Now 'madam, if you please. 

s 

BONG.—RosiM/k. 

An old faian would be wooing 
4. damsel gay and young : 
• But she, when he was suing, ; 

For ever laughed and sung— 
;** An old man, an old man will never do for me^ 
** For May and December can never agretf*^' 

She sung till he was dozing-* 

A youth, by fortune blest, r 

While guardy*s eyes were closing, 
Her hand, delighted, prest— 
An old man, &c. 

» ■ . ' - 

. Then kneeling, trembling, creeping, 
I vow *twas much amiss ; 
He wat6h*d the old man sleeping. 
And softly stole— a kiss 
An old man, &c. 

[During the ^ong^ "Bart oho Jails asleep^ and snores 
— ^Almayiva kisses her hand — Bartolo half 
awake^f she. resumes her singings which lulls him 
again f at the end of the soAg he awakes.] 
liravo I bravo I Signora ! a charming voice and ex- 
cellent taste. 

Bar, Well, its very odd, but your fine pieces always 
pat me to sleep 1 Give me one of your old-fashioned 
tttnes we used to sing formerly.— Music in my time was 
qiute another thing. ^^ 

JSot. Oh, guardy,^ I've heard you sing by the hour 
ngetlker; when Basil has been with you 
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Bar. Basil, girl; could never be persuaded tfi aingnM 
I've heard the old school— Listen ! 

SONG^— Bahtolo* 

With a bewitcing meiu, ah. , 

. Oh, come to me, Roslna 1 

{Speaks."] It is Jusjtlna In the song, but I nialce it 
Roslna, in compUmeat to my ward. [St'n^f.j 

With that bewitching mein, ah I 
Oh ! ccdae<to me, Rosina, 
> And, in my arms, oh, lean, ah ! 
There. let me chaunt my lay ; 
Or, if you more incline, ah ! 
To dancing so divine, ah. 
Then thus in grace we'll twine, ah, 

With minuetto sway. 

r 

Figaro enters i. u. b. during the song-^peeplng and 

. imitating BhMtoi^o, 

Bar, Ah, rascal ! I'm in high good humour, or I 
should cane you heartily ! what, are you come again 
to dose, bleed, and lay up all my family, for another 
pretenc&vto malte me a lobg bill ? 

Fig, [Coming down l.I 1 did all for the best, sir. 
' Bar. All for the be^t, Mr. Innocence j what did yott 
do with the sweetmeats ? 

Fig. (l.) The sweetmeats I 

Bar, Aye, the sweetmeats in the^sheet of paper t 

XFiga.ro looks eof^usedl^ at Rosiv A, 
Now, Miss, not a word, or you are guilty ! [Tnrns to 
Figaro.] The sweetmeats in the sheet of paper I— 
Who did you give them to ? 

[RosiNA talks with her finger sJ] 

Fig. My niece. 
^ Bar. Aye, and who gave them to you 1 

Fig. [Still looking.} Roslna I 

Bar. Ah! I don't know what to say to you, Mr, 
Barber I What brought you here now ? Have yoa 
any letter I prevent the delivery of? 

Fig. Lord, sir, how you talk ! Is it not your day to 
be shaved ? I came on purpose for that. 

Bar. Well, I'm not at leisure now I Come again hj- 
and bye. 

Fig. Tliat's Impossible, sir ; I have too much busi* 
ii6s8 to call twi^e on any customer t I'm not a peitnjr 
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barber, at the beck of any scrub ! I am 8urg€!)fl-dentfst, 
and peruqoier to the bishop of Salamanca ! 1 only do 
my particular friends the honour to takd them by the 
uose, so perhaps, when more at leisure, you >;^ill step 
oyer the way tb my slwp. 

Bar, No, Sir, 1 shall not step over the way to your 
shop. 

Fig, Then step into the nexi room, and 1*11 shava 
you in a minute. 

Jiar» I shan't leare this ro^m ! so shave me here, sir* 

Fig» Here ! for shame, sir ! how can you be so rudo 
to a strange gentleman ? 

Bar, It is becaiifse I won't be so rude as to leave a 
strange gentleman, that I am shaved here ; [Site] be* 
sides, I shall have the pleasure of hearing your lesson. 

Fig. [Aside to RosivaA We shall never.be able to 
get him out of the room. iCalU] Here, Argus 1 Tall- 
boy I bring the doctor's shaving things ! 

Bar, What signifies calling them ! have you not laid, 
them up? 

' Fig, Give me the keys, sir—I'll fetch the things my- 
self; they are in your chamber, I think. 

Bar, Here ! [Goinff to give the keys, but recollects 
kimself—relurns,] No ! upon second thoughts, I'll 
fetch them myself. [Whispers to Count.] Alonseo, 
have an eye upon that fellow and Rosina, while 1 am 
gone, they are not to be trusted. [Exit, m. d. 

Fig, How unlucky not ta get the keys ! Belzebub 
stands his friend, certainly : Is not the key of the lattice 
of your window among them 7 

jRos, Yes ; 'tis the newest key on the bunch.— Hark ! 

Be'Cnter Bartolo. * 

Bar I'll not trust the barber— a moment's time is 
enough for him to cabal with her. [Aside to Count.] 
Has he spoken to her ? 

Count, Not a word—l preventer] all communieatiop. 

Bar, [To Figaro.] Here, take the bunch; you will 
ind my things up stairs in the China closet, but be sure. 
to touch nothing else. 

Fig, Nothing, nothing— [as he ^oca]— but the key of 
the lattice. 

life takes the keg off the buncL — At this moment the . 

Count, who sees him do it, and wishing to take 

Bartolo's attention^ makes a very hi gK flourish - 

in 9ingmg^ as if instructing Uosina. 
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Bar. [Jump9 up.} What the deyil are yoa att that'll 
not the key. 

' Fi^. Yes 'it is. [Aside, anfi holding U %pi 

'• Bar» What do you say ? ^ 

jPt^. I said A flat is the key he wanted. * 

. ^^r, Qp about your business-^ [ESxit Fioaro, m.d. 
[To Alonzo, tfi a whisper.'] Tliat's the fellow who car- 
ried the letter to the Count. . 

Count, I know it is ; he looks like a knaye. : 

. BifT' Oh, a great rogue \—*l thought it better to send 
him for the tilings, than leave him in the same room with 
her. 

Count, He should not hkv€ talk*d to her; I- would 
have prevented that. \ 

. Mos. Upon my word, gentlemen, you are very pofite,^ 
to be whispering ;'~l8 this the lesson I am to have ? 

[Noise nithouL<if breakiisg Chintu, 

Bar. Oh, that cursed barber ! he has broken all my 
China. [Exit running ^ u,D, 

Count, Beloved Rosina ! — In this moment which Figard 

has contrived, let me coojur^ you 16 see me in the even* 

lug, that we may fix the time to rescue you from im-^ 

pending misery. 

. Ros, Impossible !— my window — ^ 

Count, 'Can easily be scaled. Figaro has the key,—. 

I saw him take it off the bunch. The letter yon geoe-' 

rously sent me this morning — ! 

[The door at th^ hack is thrown open^ and discovers 

' a earkicreuf staircase, with BAnTOLo pulling down '■ 

Figaro, who at everif Hep lets fall some China^ 

upon Bartolo*s htadi * • ^ 

Bar. What are .you at, villain? Would you ruin 
n>e? ' 

^ Fig, Don't pall so ! — this cursed corkscrew staircase > 
is so dark and narrow, T shall break my neck. 

Bar, [Pulling hitn forward*] Better break your 
neck than my China, you clumsy knave. 

Fig, Clumsy ! If there*s a handier man in the house, ) 
1*11 be hanged I — why, look here I — here's the shaving* ^ 
basin, the soap, and the towel, all whole, you see !— I 
h&vebi'oke notning that was wanted to shave you. 

Bar, How could you break a pe>^ter basin 1 What : 
did you touch my old China for ? . ' 

"Fig^ Why, I touched the old China because— because 
-^my foot slippMy and so it broke ! 
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Bar, Ah ! TiUain ! your foot will slip some day, and 
your, neck will break ! 

FHg, 1*11 be hang*d if it does!— but, come, sir, be 
shaved ! I've do time to stay, and you keep me here 
talking in such a way, it's quite a shame ! 
[During all this Figaro places a small table with 
the things to shave JJartolo, and at as great 
a distance as possible from the lovers. 
Bar, Hold your tongue, you impertinent puppy— 
Now, Alonzo, go <tn with your lesson. 

[Bartolo places his chair, l. so as to command a 
sight of the lovers, Figaro, in preparing^ 
gets between his knees, and interrupts his view .' 
takes his wig off, and puts his night-cap on^ 
pulling it over his eyes. During this the 
Count and Rosin a sit, and he appears Jo be 
instructing her. Figaro beats up a lather in 
the basin. 
Now, Rosina, go on with your singing I 



Enter Basil, l. 

Ros, (r.) Yes, sir. 

Basil, Dr. Bartolo, I have some intelligence for you. 

Covuit, (r.) Basil, as I live ! 

Ros. Oh I heavens ! 

Fig, Oh t the devil ! 

Bar, Ah,, ray friend ! [He is rising in haste^-^Via A.no 
dabs the lather in his face, 

Fig. Sit quiet. 

Bar. Curse your impudence! [Wipes it off,'} Figaro, 
hold your hand a moment.— Why, Basil, I'm glad you 
have recovered so soon ; Alonzo, here, gave me an 
alarming account of you. 

Basil, Recovered .'—Alonzo ! 

Fig, If you don't sit still, and be shaved, I must go, 

[Holding him fast in his chuir. 

Bar, Yes, Alonzo, your pupil. 

Fig, How can I shave you if you talk so ? 

Basil, My pupil !— I must say— 

Count. Sfay nothing, Basil. You can tell the Doctor 
nothing he does not know ; I told him you had com- 
missioned me, to give Signora Rosina her lesson in 
music 
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B(uiL Lesson— Music— I don*t comprehend ! 

[^Goes to RosiNA — Durring this Baetolo hat 
extricated himself from Figaro. 

Count. [To Bartolo.] Tell him quietly that we have 
agreed to say so. 

- Bar, I will— I will! See, he i$ talking to Rosina 
m>wl t fear'heMl spoil all! Basil 1 Basil! dou*t con- 
tradict us — mind, don't tell Rosina you diti not send him 
to girc her a lesson : you'll spoil all, if you do ! 

Basil. Very well ! I come to tell you the Count had 
changed his lodgings. 

Bar. I know it : be quiet. 

Basil. Who told you of it? 

Bar. Youc messenger, Alonzo, to be sure. 

Count, Yes, I. — Don't contradict that: you'll spoil 
all, if you do. 

BasU. Oh, I'm not to contradict either. 

Ros. [Aside to Basil.] Can't you be silent? 

Basil. What, and she too ? 

Fig. [Aside.^ Hold your peace, booby, don't »ay a 
word. 

Basil. And he too ! — ^Why, whom do you wish to de- 
ceive ! Every body seems to be in the secret, and all 
determined to keep it from one another. 

Count. [^«i(/e£o Bartolo.] It will be impossible for 
me to sa^ any thing to your ward about the Count's 
letter while Basil is here — I think you had better send 
him home again. 

Bar, You are right ; I will. Basil, it is very good 
of you to come out, ill as you are, to tell nie the news of 
the Count ; but you had better now go home, and go to 
bed. [Turns and talks to Fiqa.ro, 

Basil. Go home and go to bed ! 

Count. Yes : the Doctor wonders you would Ventura 
out, being so very ill. \_Puts a purse into his hand. 

Fig. He looks like a ghost. [To Bartolo. 

Basil. [Looicing at the purse.'] Oh, now I begin to 
comprehend. 

Bar. [To Figaro.] What do you think Is his com 
plaint ? 

Fig, Yellow jaundice, I think| trott\)Ies him at pre- 
sent. 

Bar, Yellow fijddlestick !— I think it is a fever. 

Fig, Let me feel his pulse ; — O yes, it is a scarlet 
fever, and very catching. [Theg all jump away Jrom 
htm. 
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All. Go to bed, Basil, go to bed. 

Fig. I think I had better bleed him first. Pat him in 
a chair, and 1*11 take a qnart or two of blood from him. 

Basil, No, I thank you 1 I don*t comprehend—and if 
it were not for the purse — 

Ro8, Don't stand mattering there, Basil ; why don't 
you go ? Go to bed, BasiU 

All, Aye, aye, good night. Go to bed \ good night 
, [He still seems to linger, and they all keep wishing 
. him a *'*' good night,**- and pushing him ottt at 
the-same time. [Exit Basil, l. 

Ros^ Thank heaven, he is gone at last I 

Bar. Poor man, heis'yery'ill indeed. 

Count. His fever's high. 

Fig, How he.iBUttered between his teeth. But, come, 
sir ; now pleas.e to be seated. 

\_He places chairs as before, and begins to lather his 
face. 

Count, (ft.) [Aside."] Rosina, listen to me. [Aloud.^ 
We will, if yon please, madam, finish our lesson. 

Ros. (a.) I*m all attention. 

Bar. (l.) Stand on one side a little, I can*t see them. 

Fig. [Crying, as if in great pain.] O I O ! O dear ! 
O dear ! 

Bar, [Jumps up."] What's the matter with you ? 

Fig. Something in my eye. [//« stumps about till he 
has turned Bartolo with his back to the lovers.] Ob, 
my eye ! I believe it i« a gnat : look in it, but don't 
touch it. Do yon see it ? blow into it. 

[ fThile Bartolo is employed with Figaro, the Count 
speaks to Rosina* 

Count. Precisely at midnight, we shall be at your 
lattice. As Figaro has the key, all will be easy. 

Bar. There, then, His out now. Do fiiiish the shaving, 
and let me get rid of you. 

[Bartolo takes his place again, and Figaro begins 
to shave him. 

Ros* But the balcony is high — Somebody may be 
passing — I know not if I should permit — 

Count, Lovely Rosina ! trust to my honour ; fear not 
my prudence. [Kneels.] Believe my love more ardent 
Ihan any man can— 

[_J}uriv,gthis BaR'Solo is ctUin the chin by Figaro. 
JJe starts up, knocks Figaro down, and dis- 
covers. the Count on his knees. All conjusivtw 
. Scene closes, 

n 2 



38 THB BARBER OF fiEYlhh^. [ACT ft. 

SCENE IL—Figaro^s Shop. 

Enter Fiorello, l. 

Fior. When a man is determined to carry his point 
in spite of difficulty and danger, the more desperate 
and improbable the means, the more likely he is to 
succeed, — so says my master, Count Almaviva, I hope 
his present scheme may justify this opinion.— If not, 
he has nothing left for it, but to carry off Rosina 
coute qui coute. This shop of Figaro*s is most hand- 
ily situated, to wait for intelligence — ^And let the night 
end propitiously, this night shall ratify the oath of love 
I*Te made to Marcellina. 

SONG. — FlORELLO, L. 

There*s not in life so sweet an hour 

As love in secret seeks, 
There's not in life so bright a flow'r. 

As the rose on beauty *s cheeks. 
The faith in such an hour that's given, 

Shall perish never, never ; 
But with such roses bloom in heav*n, 

There live and bloom for ever. 

Then let thy heart in truth sincere, - 

Return me sigh for sigh ; 
While I repeat each vow that*s dear. 

And the hour of love is nigh. 
For the faith, &c. 

SCENE 111.— Bartolo*8 House. 

Enter Bartolo and Basil, l. 

Bar'. And do you say you don't know this Alonzo ? 

Bas. Never set eyes on him, till I saw him here. 

Bar. Then, why didn't you expose him, the moment 
you saw him ? 

Bas. Because you srtopt my mouth ; I was about to 
tell you, but you ordered me not to contradict him be- 
fore Rosina. 1 think by the large sum the purse con- 
tained, which he slipt into my hand, it must have been 
the Count himself. 

Bar. But how came you to accept that purse, Basil ? 

Bas. How could I help It ? You all seemed playing 
a game at puzzle, which 1 did not understand ; at that 
moment he popped a purse of gold into my hand ; and 
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in difficult cases that always determines me. — What do 
yon meftn to do at present ? 

Bar. 1*11 marry her this night. 

Has. You are a bold man at your time 'of life, to 
marry a young girl against her inclinations. 

Bar, Better marry her against her inclinations, than 
die for love of n^r. - 

Bos, Oh, if your life's in danger, marry her by all 
means. 

liar. Well, do you' go and fetch the notary, and be 
here by twelve o'cloclc. 

Bas. He can*t be here so soon; he's engaged at 
Figaro's. 

Bar. What, for a marriage ? 

Ba$» Yes, between some stranger and Figaro's 
niece. 

Bar. What, the baby ? — Oh then there is some mis- 
chief now. ♦ 

Bat. What do you suspect ? ^ 

Bar, Any thing, every thing.' Go instantly and fetch 
the notary ; bribe him to disappoint Figaro. I will 
remain here, and expect your return impatiently. — 
Here is the master-key [Gives the ket^"] with which you 
may let yourself and the. notary in. 

Bas, But, iu the mean tiftie, don't forget my advice ; 
remember scandal,, ^ticl^ to that ; vilify and blacken 
this Count to Rosina. 

Bar. I will. — The letter [Shewing if] which the iniA 
poster Alonzo gave me, will assist ; — he instructed me 
how to use it. — Away^ away. [Ejceunt^ l. 

^ Enter Rosina. on the opposite side. 

Ros. All seems quiet now. — This cloak and stormy 
evening is fa?ottrable to Lindor's enterprise: it yet 
wants almost an hour of the time.-'Ah, who's this ? 

Re'cnter Bartolo, l* 

Bar. Stay, Rosina, stay, my dear. 

Jios, (r.) I was this moment retiring to my apart- 
ment. Goodjiight, sir. 

Bar. Stay, stay a moment, - child ! I have something 
of consequence to say to you. 

Ros. Always something to say. — Is not the day long 
enough to torment ? 

Bar. My dear, I have news from your lover. 

Ros. lAside.} Heavens ! has he detected him? 

d3 
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Bar. Come here, child,— do you know this letter ? 

Ros, What do 1 see ? — my own letter ! [Aside, 

Bar. Yes, you have placed your affections on a low 
wretch, who, with Figaro, the Barber, has conspired 
to give you to the arras of Count Almaviva. 

Hos. Into the arms of anothef !~What do I hear? 
Lindor ! base and ungenerous. 

Bar, But you see the consequence in trusting to a 
stranger. No sooner had he obtained your Jelter than 
he made it over to the Count, whose vanity used it as a 
trophy of conquest ; and at last it came into my hands 
from a lady, to whom he sacrificed it. 

Ro€, Is it possible such treachery exists in man ! 
Could he, could Lindor betray me to Count Almaviva ? 
bur he shall feel my indignation, my revenge ; and too 
late be taught how to respect Rosina. Sir, you have 
often asked my hand in marriage, if, after what has 
passed, you still esteem it worthy your acceptance, it is 
yours. 

Bar. I do accept it with transport ; and the notary 
will be here this very night. . 

Uos. This instant, sir, all is lost ; for know, 1 expect 
the perfidious man here every moment. With shame I 
confess it, he is to enter at the lattice, of which Figaro^ 
by stratagem, has contrived to deprive you of the key 

Bar. [ Looking at kis bunch of keys.'] Oh, the villain ! 
the key is gone, sure enough ! But 1*11 defeat his plans; 
I'll not*stir from the spot — I'll not leave you an instant. 

Ros. Mercy ! if they should come armed, sir. 

BdV. O Lord ! I forgot that — in that case, they will 
shoot me, and carry you off ! My dear child, as you are 
awake to the danger of your situation, let us act cau- 
tiously. You shall lock yourself up, and I will fetch the 
officers of justice. 

Ros. But suppose, sir, they enter the house in your 
absence. 

Bar. Let them ; if they do enter, I'll deprive them of- 
the means of escape, and have them apprehended for 
housebreakers. [£?jrt7, l. 

Ros, Oh, Lindor ! could I have believed you so un- 
geoerous, [Exit, r. 
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SCENE IV.— .^» Anti-room to Rosin a's Jpartment, 
— A lattice window opening to ,a balcony y B. s. B. 
-Itoom very dark.^ Table with writing materials, — 
Candles on it not lit, — Storm heard distinctly. — 
Lattice slowly opened. — Fig ah o enters, R. wrapped^ 
up in his cloak, with a dark lanthorn in his hand. 

Fig. So, at last here we are, and all quiet, as it should 
be : you may ascend, my lord. 

[The Count t* seen coming up wrapped in his 
crimson cloak; when he gets to the top of the 
ladder thunder is heard^ and the lightning 
shews him distinctly^ 

Count. Your hand, Figaro. 

Fig. A real true loVer*s night, my lord. 

Count. [Jumps tw.] Victoria J Victoria ! 

Pig. [Throws off his cloak.'] Dripping wet ! Fine 
weather to go fortune-hunting 1 What do you think of 
this night, my lord ? 

Count. The best in the world for a gallant. 

Fig. Why, to be sure, it may do for a knight errant to 
rescue damsels and encountergiants ; but for his *squire, 
thunder, lightning, and rain, are not so agreeable. 

Count. I fear them not, Figaro ; my soul is occupied 
with a thousand doubts and fears ; for if I this night 
lose Rosina — 

Fig. Patience, patience, my lord : Hope for the best, 
bat be prepared for the worst ; disappointment must be 
endured sometimes, and if you meet with it to-day, it is 
to be hoped you will escape it to-morrow. 

(hunt. No, uo, Figaro ; no disappointment now, XSr 
all is lost. Rosina must be mine, or — ^but it is impossi- 
ble to explain to you what I feel. 

Fig. And it is impossible to explain to you, what I 
should feel, if we are detected ; I shall be clapped in 
prison for my rent, and perhaps hanged for my impu- 
dence. 

Count. Well, Figaro, hope for the best, and be pre- 
pared for the worst. Hanging Is what yoa must endure 
some day or another ; so, if you meet it to-day, it is to 
be hoped you will escape it to-morrow. 

Pig. Oh ! your humble servant, my lonl* Well, then,' 
let it come, and I'll try to be as well prepared for my 
hanging, as you are for your marriage. 
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Count. Hold, Figaro I she comes.-— 

Enter Rosina, l. 

Lovely Rosina ! treasure of my soul. [Takes her hand, 
which she withdraws indignanUif. 

Rns, I begau to fear you would not come, sir. 

Count, How flattering to my heart is that fear^ 
Rosina ! Can I make you the partner of one whose 
birth is low, whose fortune is humble. 

Ros, Birth and fortune, sir, fall to the worthy and 
unworthy at random ; convince me but of the purity of 
your intentions. — 

Count, [Falling at her feet,] Oh, Rosina ! by all the 
powers of love — by all the ties of faith and honour — 

Ilos. Hold traitor I prophane not what you invoke. 
Dor aggravate your crime by perjury. I, the object of 
your adoration ! The falsehood of that protestation has 
settled my a!versioD for you — 

[Count attempts to approach her and speak. 
Away, sir; my infatuation is over; but before I abaii« 
don you to the bitterness of remorse, know, [fVeeps'\ 
know, false man, my heart did overflow with affection 
for you, but your profligate abuse of that affection has 
roused my indignation, my scorn ; for he who is mean 
enough to forget what is due to a fond woman's con- 
fldence, is an object below contempt, and Unworthy of 
her anger. [Sheming him the letter, "] You imow this 
letter, sir. 

Fig, What the devil does all this mean ? 

Count, Oh, heavens ! I am the happiest of men I 

Ros, How, sir ! 

Count. He had it from me, my Rosina. Bartholo had 
it from me. I made use of it to gi^in his confidence, and 
afterwards in vain endeavoured to explain this to you 

Ros. Oh, Lindorl can I have been deceived? Are 
you, indeed, faithful ? 

Count, Most truly so; but may I credit my enrap 
tured senses, did Rosina think so tenderly of me? 

Fig, You wished to be beloved for yourself, and not 
for your rank and fortune. Now, my lord, I hope you^re 
satisfled. 

Ros, Wliat says Figaro? " My lord ! " 

Count. Amiable Rosina I I will not attempt longer to 
conceal myself from you ; the man you behold in raptures 
at your feet is not Lindor, but Almaviva^ who offers you 
his hand and fortune. 
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Enter Fiorello, up the ladder, 

Fior. My lord, ray lord, 'tis time to escape, persons 
are watching in tlie street— not a raoment's to be lost. 

Count, Come, then, my sweet Rosina, your Alma- 
viva, your faithful Lindor, will attend you. 

TRIO. — ^RosiNA, FioRELLo, and Figaro 

Step as soft as zephyrs dying ! 

Piano, piano, piano : 
Through the window gently hieing, 
Down the ladder quickly flying. 

Trip it lightly and away ! 

[FiGARopoe* to the balcony^ and returns inkatie,"] 

Fig. Oh lord, oh lord, 'tis gone • and you may make 
up your mind to stay where you are — My Lord, 'tis all 
over— pno retreating — the ladder's taken awa^. 

Count. How I the ladder removed ? 

Ros. 'Tis I only am to blam^— foolish credulity ! 
deceiv'd by my guardian, I betrayed your enterprize. 
He knows you are here— has removed the ladder, and- 
iS returning with offlcers of justice. 

Fig, The last dying speech and confession of that 
taiiable young man, Signior Figaro, the barber, vrho 
came to an untimely end, by keeping bad company. 
Oh I here they are, my lord, opening the street door, 
and its all over with me. 

Ros, Oh, Lindor ! 

Count. Fear nothing, Rosina: convinced of your 
affection, no power on earth shall tear you from me. 

finter the Notary and Basil, l. 

Fig, 'Tis our Notary, my Lord. 

Count. And with him my friend Basil. 

Basil. Ah, who's here ? 

Fig, Ah, Basil ! what has brought gou here at this 
time of night, my friend ? 

Basil. And pray what brought you here at this time 
9f night, my friend 1 

Notary, These are the parties, I suppose. 

Fig. X es, yes, these are the parties. Leave him to 
me. \Aside to the Count, and crossing to the No-. 
tary] Signior Notary, I engaged you this evening to 
a^e the contract of marriage between Cpunt Alma- 
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Tlva, and Rosina, my niece. The pa][>er8 t^ere to Haye 
been signed at my house, but the parties prefer this, — 
"which, i suppose, can make no difference to you ; so, 
with your leave, we*ll sign and settle the business at 
once. 

Basil, Hold, hold ! T don*t understand — 

Fiff, [Ctapf his hand before Basil's mou(A] Bah! 
bah! bah ! — my dear friend, you never do understand. 
You are the stupidest man I ever knew. [ Takes him 
up the Stage,] 

Notary, Your Lordship's most obedient. I havo 
two contracts of marriage ready : —The one is between 
your Lordship and Signora Roslna; the other between 
Dr. Bartolo and Signora Rosina, — the same names. 
Are the young ladies related ? ' 

Count. Cousins. But execute our contract 6rst, and 
when the Doctor returns, his business will be settled 
presently ; — My friend Basil will set his hand to our 
contract as a witness. [Figaro and Rosina go to 
the table and sign the cott<7*ac£.— >Basil comes to tkm 
Count.] 

BasiL But, my Lord—I don*t understand— ** 

Count, That*s because Figaro has^nt explain'd U 
properly — nothing,' my dear Basil, is so easily under- 
stood. Look here; [Puts a purse into one qf him 
hands, and whispers hini] Do you take? 

Basil. I think' I do. ' 

Count., {Putting a purse in the other hand."] 'Tis M 
plain as the Sun. 

Basil. Oh, yes; and very satisfactorily explain**! 
indeed ! 

[Puts the purses into his pocket., and the Count goe» 
to the table, and sigtis the Contract. • 

Fig, [To Basil.] Come, come, where is (he diiB«uU 
ty in writing your name, my friend ? 

Basil, None at all now, friend— Only, T must have 
weighty reasons for what I Ao —[Aside, as he goes to 
the Table] Oh! Dr. Bartolo! Dr. Bartolo I you have 
given me your master-key for a rare purpose. [He 
signs^ 

Notary [Handing the contract to Count.] There is 
your contract* my lord, and I wish you much joy. 

Count. T receive it as the earnest of my future happi* 
ness : This precious paper confirms you mine, Rosiaa « 
and my hand, my fortune, my whole soul is yours ! 

{WhLi0 he is on his tnei^ kissing her handy •nt^t 
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BARTOtO with ALduAZiLE, followed by other 
Officers. 

Bar, Rosina in the haods of villains ! Seize them* 
seize them all I I have hold of one of them ! 

[Collars the Notary, and shakes. him violently. 

Notary. O clear ! O dear ! I am your notary, sir. 

Basil. Are you mad, Doctor ?' *tis your own notary 1 

Bar. Basil ! how came I to find you here ? 

BasU. How came I not to find you here ? 

AlffUttzile. [Getting hold q/* Figaro.] But who is this 
fellow t 

An Officer. Oh, I l^now him: that*s Figaro — that's 
the barber ! 

Fig. He*s quite right, sir — I'm the barber ; and my 
business here is to attend my lord, the Count Almaviva* 

Bar. 'Tls a lie, and Vm betrayed ! Arrest them alto- 
gether; that's the cock-devil of the ^ whole brood of 
Soasebreakers-^he that has my ward -seize him! He I 
know*s a thief! [Officers approach Count Almaviva. 

Count. Stand off I 

Algnazile, Your name? 

Count. Stand off, I say ! 

Alguazile. Draw your swords and seize him ! 

[The Officers draw their swords. Figaro, Basil, and 
FiORELLO do thd safne. The Count throws off 
his doak^ and-puts himself in an attitude ofde* 
fence. — Rosina screams. 

Coukt. Fear not, Rosina !• your Almaviva will pro- 
tect you against; an army of such assailants. 

Officers. Count^lmaviya ! 

Count. Yes^Count Almaviva, at your service, gentle- 
men. 

Alguazile. [ToBartolo.] Why, is this the house 
breaker you brought us to apprehend? You'll be finely 
trounc'd for this. 

Bar. I'll run the risk of that. Let me beseech you to 
leave the house, my lord ; for, whatever your powef 
may be elsewhere, yourrank and title has no value here. 

Count. My cank^ perhaps, may have none ; but my 
title to this lady has a value above all price. 

Bar. Your title to that lady ! What title, my lord ? 

Count. A legal contract, prepared by the notary, and 
signed by the parties present. 

Bar. A contract ! Is this true, Rosina ? 

[In a doleful voice, 

JUs, [Imitating his manner."] Very true, sir. But 
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wViy are you so astonished ? Did*nt I promise you to 
revenge myself this night on him who had deceived me? 
You are that person, and I only keep my word. 

[Giving her hand to the Count. 

Bat\ [fn a great ra</e.] 1 donlt care — I won't part 
with her — She is my ward, and I'll not give her up. 

Count, Doctor ilartolo, your opposing my match, -I 
know, proceeds from your not being able to give a fair 
account of your guardianship ; but consent to our union, 
and we release you from all fears on that account. 

Bar. Ah! that indeed makes all the difference. 

Fig, Doctor, give your consent, and 1*11 pay you my 
rent, and shave you for nothing ! 
. Bar, Baffled for want of care. 

Fig, No— for want of sense ! When youth and love 
combine to baffle the care of an old gentleman, every 
effort on his part to prevent it will only prove vain, par- 
ticularly when they're assisted by one great character. 

Bar. And who's that? 

Fig. That's the barber ! 

FINALE. 

Fior. Young Love triumphant smiling, 
All harsher thoughts exiling. 
All quarrels reconciling. 
Now waves his torch on high I 

Chorus, Young Love our hearts beguiling. 
Bids care and sorrow fly ! 

Bar, Old men with young ones vieing. 

Find beauty ever flying : — 
Fig, Yes : Love your grey hairs spying, 

Took wing, and said "Good bye!" 
Chorus, Young Love our hearts, &t, 

Ros. May all our lot now viewing. 
Find ev'ry hour renewing 
The joys of youth's first wooing, 
And nappy prove as I ! 

Chorus. Young Love our hearts, &c« 
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REMJkRKS. 

* . 
V Thomas Southern was bom in Dublin, m 1660, 
:^ and received his educatioji in that nnirersity. He 
I quitted Ireland in the eighteenth year of his agt» and 
entered himself, of the Middle Ten^>le;. but soon 
quitted the study of the law, to pursue that of the 
A muses. Some compliments paid by him to James 
' Bnke of York, afterwards King James II., in his first, 
dramatic prodactio\i, called the The Persian Prince / 
ot\ the Loyal Brother^ procured for him speedy pre* 
ferment. 

After the accession of King James II., when the 
Duke of Monmouth made an attempt upon the crown, 
our aathor went into the army in a regiment raised 
by Lord Ferrers, which regiment was afterwards com* 
manded by the Duke of Berwick. He had three 
commissions, viz. ensign, lieutenant, and captain, 
in the same regiment. During the reign of James, 
the year before the reyolution, he brought out his 
tragedy called The Spartan Dame^ which succeeded 
ftf beyond his expectations. He received from the 
bookseller, as the price of his play, 150/. ; which at 
that time was a most extraordinary sum. Southern 
never failed to draw all imaginable profits from his 
poetical labours ; he was the first, who raised the 
advantage of play-writing to a second and third night 
The most finished, and the most pathetic,, of his 
tragedies, in the opinion of the critics, is Oroenoko. 
He was the author of about ten plays in all, two of 
wMch, Isabella and Oroonoko^ still retain p9ssessioii 
•f die stage. 
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COUNT BALDWIN.— Green shirt, crlawon velvet a"n-hole 
cloak, with sleeves to hang under, edged with white for, and richly 
embroidered, red stockings and yellow shoes. 

Biaow.^Oreen Hussar dress, >© and feathtr, pelisse trimmed 
with fur, yellow. boots. 

BIRON'S SON.— Black tunic, black hose and shoes j second 
dress, green tunic, trimmed with silver, pink sash, white aUk hoae, 
white shoes. 

VILLE ROY.— Crimson and gold doublet and breeches, trimmed 
with blue satin, blue satin sa^h, white silk hose, white shoes, black 
velvet cap, and white plumes ; second dress, buflf cassimere dress 
same shape, richly trimmed with silver, white satin sash, white 
shoes and roses. 
' CARLOS.— Puce cloth doublet, sleeves slashed with blue satin, 
end slashed with the same down the front. Urge breeches to match, 
the dress trimmed all over with button-holes of silver, blue satin 
sash, white Bilk hose, yellow boots, .large Urab beaver hat, blue 
band,- rose and feathers. 

MAURICE.— Buff doublet and breeches. puiTed with scarlet, and 
trimmed with silver, sash, white hose; yellow shoes. 

BfiLFORD.— Scarlet doublet and breeches, trimmed with sttvcr, 
and pufFd with white, sash, yellow boots. 

SAMPSON,— Blue livery, puffd with yellow, porter's robe, with 
knots ; second dress, purple livery, crimson puffs, and silver lace, 
• to match Vllleroy's servants. 

«H£RrFFS' OFFICERS.— Black gowns with knots. 
BRAVOS.— Dark shape dresses^ 

ISABELLA.— Black velvet dress, black veil ; second dresa, 
white satin, trimmed with stiver ; third dress, white muslin. 

NURSE.— Bltt« and white bioad striped cotton gown, white 
apron. 



Cast of the Character* a* performed at the Theatre-Jl^yai, 

Covent'Garden, 1824. 

Count Baldwin Mr. Chapman. 

Biron Mr. C. Kemble. 

Biron'eSon Master Boden. 

Carlo* Mr. Bennett. 

Villeroy Mr. Cooper. 

Maurice Mr> Henry. 

Belford * Mr. Claremont. 

OMcer Mr. Atkins.. 

Sampson Mr. Meadows. 

Isabella Mrs. Sloman. 

JVurse .' Mrs. Pe«rce.* 



ISABELLA. 



ACT I. 



SCENE I.— ^ Street. 

Enter Villsrot and Carlos, m. 

Car. (r. c.) Tliis constancy of youra will establiih 
ID Immortal reputation among^ the women. 

Vil, (l. c.) if it would establish me with Isabella — 

Car, Follow her, follow her : Troy town was wen at 
last. 

Vil. I have followed her these seyen years, and now 
but live in hopes. 

Car. But live in hopes! Why hope is the ready 
road, the lover^s baiting place ; and, for aught you 
know, but one stage short of the possession of your 
mistress. 

VU^ But my hopes, I fear, are more of my own mak- 
ing than her*s ; and proceed rather from my wishes, 
.than any encouragement she has given me. 

Car. That I can't tell: "the sex is very various: 
there are no certain measures to be prescribed or fol- 
lowed, in making our approaches to thd women. All 
that we have to do, I think, is to attempt them in the 
weakest part. Press them but hard, and they will all 
fall under the necessity of a surrender at last. That 
favour comes at once ; and sometimes when we least 
expect it. 

Vil. I shall be iclad to find it so. IGoing l.] Vm go- 
ing to visit her. 

Car. (c.) What interest a brother-in-law can have 
with her, depend .upon. 

Vil. ITurns.yi know your interest, and I thank 
you. 

•• -Gar. You are prevented ; see the mourner comes : 
She weeps, as seven,year^ were seven hours ; 
So fresh, unfading is the memory 
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Of my poor brother*8, Biron*8 death ; 

I leave you to your opportunity. [Exit Villbrot, l. 

Tlioagh I have taken care to root her from our house, 

I would transplant her into Villeroy's— 

There is an evil fate that waits upon her. 

To which I wish him wedded— only him : 

His upstart family, with haughty brow, 

(Though Villeroy and myself are seeming friends,) 

Looks down upon our house ; his sister too, 

Whose hand I ask*d, and was with scorn refused. 

Lives in my breast, and fires me to revenge. 

{Looking i.. 

They bend this way. 

Perhaps, at last, she seeks my father's doors ; 

They shall be shut, and he prepared to give 

The beggar and her brat a cold reception. 

That boy*s an adder in my paJth. iGoing, r.] They 

come, 
1*11 stand apart, and watch their motions. [Bxitf r. 

Enter Villeroy and Isabella, tvith her Child, l. 

Ita. [With her Child on her r.] Why do you follow 
me ? you know I am 
A bankrupt every way ; too far engaged 
Ever to make return : I own you have been 
More than a brother to me, my friend : 
And at a time when friends are found no more, 
A friend to my misfortunes. 

Vil, (l. c.) I must be 
Always your friend. 

Isa, I have known, and found you 
Truly my friend ; and would I could be yours • 
But the unfortunate cannot be friends 
Pray begone. 
Take warning, and be happy. 

VU, Happiness ! 

There's none for me without you.- 

What serve the goods of fortune for ? To raise 
My hopes, that you at last will share them with' me. 

Isa, I must not hear you. . 

Vil, Thus, at this awfal distance, 1 iiaVe served 
A seven years* bondage. Do 1 call it bondage. 
When I can never wish to be redeem'd ? 
No, let roe rather linger out a life 
Of expectation, that you may be mine. 
Than be restored to the indifference 
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Of seeing. you, withoat this pleasing pain : 

Tye lost myself, and neyer woald be found, ' 

B«t in these arms. 

Isa. Oh, I have heard all this ! 

But must no more— —the charmer is no more : 

My buried husband rises in the face 

Of my dear boy, and chides me for my stay : 

Canst thou forgive me, child ? [Embracing Child, 

Vil, What can I say ! 
The arguments that make against my hopes 
Prevail upon my heart, and fix me more ; 
When yet % virgin, free, and undisposed, 
1 loved, but saw you only with, mine eyes ; 
I eould iiot reach the beauties of your soul : 
1 have since lived in bontemplation, 
And long experience of your growing'goodness : 
What then was passion, is my judgment now. 
Through all the several changes of .your life, 
Gonfirm'd and settled in adoriug you. 
Jsa. Nay, then I must begone. If you are my 
friend, 
I^ you regard my little interest. 
No more of this. 

I'm going to my fether : he needs not an excuse 
To use me ill : pray lea re me to the trial. 

Vii, I'm only born to be what you would have me, 
The creature of your power, and must obey. 
In every thing obey you. I am going : 
fiat all good fortune go along with you. [Exit l. 

taa^ I shall need all your wishes 

ICrosses to Count Baldwin's house R.—Knock§. 
Lock'd 1 and fast I 

Where is the charity that used to stand 
In oar forefathers* hospitable days 
At great, men's doors. 
Like the good angel of the family, 
With open arms taking the needy in. 
To feed and clothe, to comfort and relieve them 7 
Now even their gates are shut against the poor. 

[Knocks again, 

Sampson opens the door and comes out. 

Samp, (b.) Well, what's to do now, I trow ? You 

knock as loud as if you were invited ; and that's more 

tban I heard of; but I Qan %eV v^u, you may look twice 
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about for a welcome ia a great man's family, before you 
find it, unless you bring it along with you. 

Isa. -(r.) I hope I bring my welcome along with me t 
Is your lord at home ? 

Samp. My lord at home I 

Jsa. Count Baldwin lives here still ? 

Samp, Ay, ay. Count Baldwin does live here : and I 
am his porter ; but what's that to the purpose, good wo- 
man, of my lord's being at home ? 

Isa, Why don't you know me, friend ? 

Samp, Not I, not I, mistress ; 1 may have seen yon 
oefore, or so ; but men of employment must forget their 
acquaintances ; especially sucfi as we are never to be the 
better for. \_Going to shut the Door. 

Nurse appears at the door,. 

Nurse. Handsomer words would become you, and mend 
your manners, Sampson : do you know who you prate 
to? 

Isa. I am glad you know me. Nurse. 

Nurse* [Coming out,} Marry, Heay'n forbid, madam, 
that I should ever forget you, or my little jewel : pray 
go in [Isabella goes in with her Child,^ Now my 
blessing go along with y6u, wherever you go, or wnat- 
ever you are about. Fi«, Sampson, how could'st thou 
be such a ^ arac^n ? A Turk would have been a better 
Christian, than to have done so barbarously by so good 
a lady. 

• Samp. [Both c] Why, look you, Nurse, I know you 
of old : by your good will, you would have, a finger in 
every body's pye, but mark the end on't : if I am called to 
account about it, I know what I have to say. 

Nurse, Marry come up here ; say your pleasure, and 
spare not. Refuse his eldest son's widow and poor 
child the comfort of seeing him ? She does not trouble 
him so often. 

Samp, Not that I am against it. Nurse, but we are 
but servants, you know ; we must have no likings, but 
our lord's, and must do as we are ordered. But what 
is the business. Nurse ? You have been in the family 
before I came into the world : what's the reason, pray, 
that this daughter-in-law, who has so good a report In 
every body's mouth, is so little set by by my lord ? 

Nurse, Why, I tell you, Sampson, more or less : 1*11 
tell the truth, that's my way, you know, without ad- 
ding or diminishing. 
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Samp. Aye, marry, Nurse. 

Nurse. My lord*s eldest son, Birobbyname, the son 
of his bosom, and the son that he would have loved 
best, if he had as many as king Pyramus of Troy— - 
»his Biron, as I was saying, was a lovely sweet gen- 
tleman, and, indeed^ nobody could blame his father for 
loYlog him: he was a son for the king of Spain; 
Heaven bless him, for I was his nurse. But now I 
come to the point, Sampson ; this Biron, without ask- 
ing the advice of his fViends, hand over head, as young 
men will have their vagaries, not having the fear 4>f his 
fatAer before his eyes, as I may say, wilfully marries 
this Isabella. 

Samp. How, wilfully ! he should have had her con- 
sent, methinks. 

Nwne. No, wilfully marries her; and which was 
worse, after she had settled all her fortune upon a nun- 
nery, which she. broke out of to run away with him. 
They say they had the church's forgiveness, . but I had 
rather it had been his father's. 

Samp. Why, in good truth, I think our young master 
was not in the wrong but in marrying without a por- 
tion. 

Nurge. That was the quarrel, I believe, Sampson ; 
upon this, my -old lord would never see him: disinhe- 
rited him ; took his younger brother, Gartt>s, into fa- 
vour, wliom he never cared for before ; fbidL, at last, 
forced Biron to go to the siege of Candy, where he was 
killed. 

Samp. Alack-a-day, poor gentleman ! 

Nurse. For which my old lord hates her« as If she 
had been the cause of his going there. 

Samp. Alas, poor lady ! she has suffered for it ; she 
&as lived a great while a widow. 

Nurse. A great while indeed, for a young, woman, 
Sampson. 

Samp. Gad so ; here they come ; I won*t venture to 
be seen. £ Tkejf retire and confer in the back ground. 

MnUrJrom the door Count Bald win, yo/ZofDecf by 
IsABBLLA and her Child, 

C. Bald, (c.) Whoever of your friends directed yov, 

Mi8gnide<l^ and abused jou ^There's your way ; 

iPointinff t< 
What eottid you expect from me ? 

/so. (a. c.) Oh, I have nothing to expect on earih I 
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But misery is very apt to talk : 
I thought I might be heard. 

C Ba/d!. iV hat can you say ? 
Is there in eloquence, can there be in words, 
A recompensing pow'r, a remedy, 
A reparation of the injuries, 
The great calamities, that you have brought 
On me and mine ? You have destroyed those hopes 
I fondly raised, through my declining life. 
To rest my age upon' ; and most undone me. 

Isa, I have undone myself too. 

C. Bald. Speak it again ; 
Say still you are undone ; and I will hear yon, 
With pleasure hear you, 

Isa. Would my ruin please you ? 

C. Bald. Beyond all other pleasures. 

Isa. Then you are pleased — for I am most undone. 

C. Bald. I pray'd but for revenge, and Heav*n has 
heftrd. 
And sent it to my wishes : these grey hairs 
Would have gone down in sorrow to the grave. 
Which you have dug for me, without the thought, 
The thought of leaving you more wretched here. 

Isa. Indeed I am most wretched — 
I lost with Biron all the joys of life : 
But now its last supporting means are gone. 
All the kind helps that Heav*n in pity raised^ 
In charitable pity to our wants, 
At last have left us : now bereft of all. 
But this last trial of a cruel father, 
To save us both from sinking. Oh, my child ! 
Kneel with me, knock at nature in his heart : 

IBaih kneel to him. 
Let the resemblance of a once-loved son 
Speak in this little one, who never Wrong'd you. 
And plead the fatherless and widow's cause. 
Oh, if you ever hope to be forgiven, 
As yott will need to be forgiven too,' 
Forget our faults, that Heaven may pardon yours ! 

C.Bald. How dare you mention Heaven? Cell to 
mind 
Your perjured vows ; your plighted, broken faith - 
To Heav*o, and all things holy ; were you not 
Devoted, wedded to a life recluse, 
The sacred habit on, profes8*d and sworn, 
A votary for ever ? Can you think 



The Baorilegioiis trretch, thftt robs the shrink; 
Is thundef'proof 7 

Ita, There^ there, hegvi my woes. 
Oh 1 had I neyer seen my 3irou*8 face^ 
Had he not tempted me, I had not fairn. 
But still continued innocent and free 
Of a bad world, which only he had pow*r 
To reconcile, and mak^ me try again. 

C, Bald. Your own inconstancy 
Reconciled you to the world : 
He had no hand to bring you back again, 
But what you gaYe him, Circe, you prevaiPd 
Upon his honest mind ; and what he did 
Ivas first inspired by you. - 

Isa, Not for myself — ^for I am past the hopes 

Of being heard— but for this innocent 

And then I never will disturb you more. 

C. Bald. I almost pity the unhappy child : 
But being yours 

Isa, Look on him as your son*s ; 
And let4)is part in him answer for mine. 
Oh, save, defend him, save him from the wrongs 
That fall upon the poor I 

C Bald. It touches me^— 
Abd I will save him -^ISnatehet the child* s Aand,]— But 

to keep him safe. 
Never come near him more. 
.' ^Jga'. What ! take him from me ? 
No, we must never part ;— [P«i& the child away from 

A»m]— 'tis the last hold 
Of comfort I haye left ^ and when he fails 
All goes along with him : Oh I could you be 
The tynuit to divorce life from my life t 
I live but in my child, 
No, let me pray in vain, and beg my bread 
Frmfi' dofNT to door, to feed his (Uily wants. 
Rather than always lose him. 

C. Bald, (r.) Then have your child, and feed him 
,with your prayers. Away I 

Ita, Then Heaven have mercy on me f 

[Exit, with child, i.. 

C. Bald. Yon rascal slave, wnat do I keep yom for ? 
How came this woman in ? 

Samp. [Both advance.] Why, indeed, my lord, I 
did as ffoia as tell her before, my thooflfhts upon the 
matter— ~ 

B 
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C. Bald, Did you so, sir ? Now then tell her mine : 
Tell her I sent you to her. There's one more to pro- 
vide for. Begone, go all together. Take any road 
but this to beg or starve in, but never, never see me 
more. [Exit into his house, Sampson and Nurse 
remain a short time at c, then exeunt, l. weeping, 

IND OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I,— The Street. 

Enter Villero*, r. and Carlos, l. meet at c 

Vil, My friend, I fear to ask— but Isabella 

The lovely widow's tears, her orphan's cries. 

Thy father must feel for themt— --'No, I read, . 

I read their cold reception in thine eyes-- 

Thou pitiest them— though Baldwin — but I spare him 

For Carlos' sake ; thou art no son of his. 

There needs not this to endear thee more to me. 

[Embraee, 

Car, My Villeroy, ,the fatherless, the widow. 

Are terms not understood within these gates 

You must forgive him ; sir, he thinks this woman 

Is Biron's fate, that hurried him to death 

I must not think <»n't, lest my friendship stagger 
My friend's, my sister's mutual advantage, 
Have reconciled my bosom to its task. 

Vil. (r. c.) Advantage ! think not I intend to raise 
An interest from Isabella's wrotigs. 
Your father may have interested ends 
In her undoing ; but my heart has none ; 
Her happiness must be my interest, 
And that 1 would restore. 

Car, (l. c.) Why, so I mean. 
These hardships, that my father lays upon her, 
I'm sorry for, and wish I could prevent $• 
But be wiU have his way. Since there's no'lu^ 
From her prosperity, her change of fortune 
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May alter the condUloii of her thoughta. 
And make for you. 

Vil, She is above her fortane. 

Car, Try her again. Women commonly lore 
According to the circumstances they are in. 

Vil, Common women may. 
No, though I live but in the hopes of her. 
And languish 'for th* enjoyment of those hopes ; 
rd rather pine in a consuming want 
Of what 1 wish, than have the blessing mine. 
From any reason but consenting love. 
Oh ! let me neier have it to remember, 
I^could betray her coldly to comply : 
When a clear gen*rous choice bestows her on me, 
I know to value the unequalVd gifl : 
1 would not have it, but to value it. 

Car, Take your own way ; remember, what I oflfer'd 
Game from a friend. 

VU, I understand it so. \^Croi$ing to l. 

Ill serve her for herself, without the thought 
Of a reward. lExU^ h. 

Car, Agree that point between you. 
If you marry her any way. you do my business. 
1 know him— What his generous soul intends- 
Ripens my plots — 1*11 first to Isabella.——' 
I mast keep up appearances with her too, [Exit^ »• 



SCENE W^—A Roam in Isabella's Howe, 

IsABBLLA nttififft and Nurse discovered, Isabella's 

Son at play on her r. 

Iga, Sooner, or later, all things pass away, 
And are no more. The beggar and the king. 
With equal steps, tread forward to their end ; 
The reconciling grave 

Swallows distinction first, that made us foes ; 
Then all alike lie down in peace together. 
When will that hour of peace arrive for me? 
In Heav'n I shall find' it. Not in Heaven, 
If my old tyrant father can dispose 
Of things above. Bat there his interest 
May be as poor as mine, and want a friend 
As mnch as 1 do here. [Weeping, 

Nurse, Good madam, be comforted. 

Mga* [BUet,'] Do I deserve to be this outeasl wretch, 

b2 
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AbandonM thus, and lost? But *tis my lot, 
The will of HeaY*n, and I raust not complain : 
I will not for myself: let me bear all 
The violence of your wrath ; but spare my child : 
Let not my sins be visited on him : 
They are ; they must ; a general ruin falls 
On every thing about m^ : thou art lost, 
Poor Nurs^, by being near me. 

Nurse. I can work, or beg, to do you service. 

Isa, Could I forget 
What I have been, I might the better bear 
What I am destined to. Wild hurrying thoughts 
Start every way from my distracted soul. 
To find dut hope, and only meet despair. 
What answer have 1 1 

Enter Sampson, l. 

Samp. Why, truly, very little to the purpose : like 
a Jew as he is, he says you have had more already 
than the jewels are worth: he wishes you would 
rather think of redeeming *em, than expect any more 
money upon *em. [Exit Sampson, h. 

Isa. So :— poverty at home, and debts abroad ! 
My present fortune bad ; my hopes yet worse 1 
What will become of me f 
This ring is all I have left of value now ; 
'Twas given me by my husband ; his first gift 
Upon our marriage : I*ve always kept it 
With ray best care, the treasure next my life : 
And now but part with it to support life. 
Which''' only can be dearer. [Takes qff the ring.l Take 

. it, Nurse, 
*Twill stop the cries of hunger for a time ; 
Take care of it : 

Manage it as the last remaining friend 
^Tliat would relieve us. [Exit NijasB, l.} Heav'n can 

only tell 
Where we shall find another [goes back and sits,} My 

dear boy » [Embraees him 

The labour of his birth was lighter to me 
Than of my fondness now ; my fears for him 
Are more than, in that hour of hovering death, 

They could be for myself He minds me not. 

His Utile sports have taken up his thoughts : 

Oh« may they never feel the pangs of mine ! [Jtivet 

ThlokJUig wUljva^ me mad ; why must I think,. 
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When no thought brings me comfort? 

Enter Nursb, l, 

Nurge, (l.) Oh, madam ! yon are utterly mined and 
undone ; yoar creditors of all kinds are come in upon 
you ; they have mustered up a regiment of rogues, 
that are come to plunder your house, and seize upon all 
you haye in the world : they are below. What will 
you do, madam ? 

Isa. Do 1 nothing ! no, for I am bom to suffer. 

Enter Carlos, l. hcutily, — ^Nursk goet back. 

Car. (l^c.) Oh, sister ! can I call you by that name. 
And be the son of this inhuman man, 
Inveterate to your min ? 
Do not think 1 am akin to his barbarity. 
I must abhor my father's usage of you. 
Can you think 

Of any way that I may serye jou in? 
But what enrages most my sense of grief. 
My sorrow for your wrongs, is, that my father. 
Foreknowing ^ell the storm that was to fall. 
Has ordered me not to appear for you. 

/Mb (r. c.^ I thank your pity ; my poor husband fell 
For disobeyuig him ; do not you stay 
To venture his displeasure too for nie. 

Ckgr, You must resolve on something [Exit, l. 

Iga, Let my fate 
Determine for me ; I shall be prepared. 
The worst that can befall me is to die. 
Hark, they are coming : let the torrent roar : 
It can but overwhelm me in its fall ; 
And life and death are now alike to me. 

[Eacit, R. — ^NuRSB/o/^ofr«, leading the Child. 

' SCENE UJ.—Antiehamber in UabeUa^s HoUse, 

Enter Carlos and Villbrot, nfith Offieer$, l. 

Vil. (c.) No farther violence— 
The debt in all is but four thousand crowns ; 
Were it ten times the sum, I think you know 
My fortune very well can answer it. 
You have my word for this : 1*11 see you paid. 

Qfi, (l.) That*8 as much as we can desire : so we 
haTe iJie money, no matter whence it comes. 

B 3 
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Vil. (l. c.) To-m»rr»w you shall have it. 

Car. Thus far all's well 

And now my sister comes to erown the work. 

[Pointiing a. 
Js0. iWUhout, R.] Where are these raT'ning blood- 
hounds, that pursue 
In a fall cry, gaping ^to swallow me ? 

Enter Isabella, Nurse, and Child, r. — ^Nursb and 
Child stand r. a little back. 

I meet your rage, and come to be~deYoured ; 
Say, which way are you to dispose of me ; 
To duDgeons, darkness, death ? 

Car, (c.) Have patience. 

Isa, (r. c.) Patience! 

Offi. (l.) You*U excuse us, we are but in our office. 
Debts must be paid. 

Isa. My death will pay you alV. [Distractedly^. 

Offi. While there is law to be had, people will havv 
their own. 

Vil. 'Tis very fit they should ; but pray be gone. 
To-morrow certainly—^ [Exepnt Ovficers, h, 

Isa, What of to-morrow ? 
Most I be reserred for fresh afflictions ? 

Vil. For long happiness of life, I hope. 

Isa. There is no hope for me. 
The load grows light, when we resolve to bear : 
I'm ready for my trial. 

Oar., Pray, be calm, 
And know your friends. 

Isa. My friends I Have I a friend t 

Car. A faithful friend ; in your eztremeftt naed, 
ViReroy carte in to save you— — 

Isa. £bve me I How ? 

Car. By satisfying all your creditors. 

Isa. Which way ? for what ? 

Vil, (l.) Let me be understood. 
And then condemn ine : you hi^ve giyen me leave 
To be your friend ; and in that only name 
I now appear before you [c. Carlos goes l.] I coufd wish 
There had been no occasion of a friend. 
Because I know you hate to be obliged ; 
And still more loth to be obliged by me. 

isa, 'Twas that I would avoid ^Asidt, 

VH. I'm most unhappy that my services 
Can be suspected to design upon you ; . 
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I have no farther ends than to redeem you 
From fort«ae*s wrongs ; to shew myself at last. 
What I have long profess*d to be, yoar friend : ■ 
Allow me that ; and to convince you more, 
'That I intend only yoar interest. 
Forgive what 1 have done, and in amends 
(If that can make you a^y, that can please you) 
1*11 tear myself for ever from my hopes. 
Stifle this flaming- passion in my soul. 
And mention my unlucky love no more. 

Isa, This generosity will ruin me. [^Atide, 

ViL Nay, if the blessing of my looking on you 
Disturbs your peace, 1 will do all I can 
To keep away, aiid never see you more. \^Goingt L. 

Car. {^Stopping him,'] You must not go. 

Vil, (i.,) Could Isabella speak 
Those few short words, I should^ be rooted here. 
And never move but upon her commands. 

C^r, IGoet to her^ r. c] Speak to him, sister ; do 
not throw away 
A fortune that invites you to be happy. 
In your ei^tremity he begs your love ;- 
And has deserved it nobly. Think upon 
Your lost condition, helpless and alone. 
Thpngh oov you have a friend, the time must come 
That you will want one ; hhn you may secure 
To b^ fi friend, a father, a husband to you. 

Isa. A husband ! 

Car, You haye discharged your duty to the dead, , 
And to the living ! *tis a wilfulness 
Not to give way to yoar necessities, 
'That force yptt to this .marriage. 

Nwr9e» [Leading forward the ChildJ] What must 
become of this poor innocence ? 

[To the Child. 

Car. He wants a father to protect his youth. 
And rear him up to virtue : you must bear 
The future blame, and answer to the world, 
When you refuse the easy, honest means 
Of taking care of him. 

Imo. Do not think 1 need 
Your reasons to confirm my gratitude. — 
I have a soul th|tt*s truly sensible 
Of your great worth, and busy to contrive, 

[To ViLLEROY*. 

If possible, to make you a return. 
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VU. Oh, easily possible I 

Isa, It cannot be your way : my pleasures aro 
Buried, and cold in my dead husband's uprave ; 
And I should wrong the truth, myself, and you, 
To say that I can ever love again. 
I owe this declaration to myself: 
But as a proof that I owe all to yon. 
If, after what I have said, you can resolre 
To think me worth your love — [Villerot advances 

to Aer.]— Where am I going ? 
You cannot think it ; His impossible. 

ViL Impossible ! [Carlos crosses towards l. 

/sa. You should not ask me now, nor should I grant ; 
I am so much obliged, that to consent 
Would want a name to recommend the gift : 
'Twould show me poor, indebted, and compelled, 
Designing, mercenary : and I know 
You would not wish to think I could be bought. 

ViL Be bought ! where is ttie price that can pretend 
To bargain for you? Not in Fortune*s power. 
The joys of Heav*n, and love, must be bestowed ; 
They are not to be sold, and cannot be deserved. 

Isa, Some other time Til hear you on this subject. ' 

VU, Nay, then there is no time so fit for me. 

[Following her. 
Since you consent to hear me, hear me now ; 
That you may grant : you are above [Takes her kand^ 
The little forms which circumscribe your sez ; 
We differ but in time, let that be mine. 

Isa. You .think fit 
To get the better of me, and you shall ; 
Since you will have it so I will be yours. 

[Carlos exults apart^ l. 
' ViL I take you at your word. 

ha. 1 give you all, 
My hand : and would I had a heart to give: 
But if it ever can return again, 
*Tis wholly yours. 

VU. Oh ecstacy of joy ! 
Leave that to mel If all my services. 
If all that man can fondly say or do. 
Can beget love, love shall be bom again, 
Oh, Carlos ! now my friend and brother too : 
And, Nurse, I have eternal thanks for thee. 

[Exeunt Nursb and Child, m. 
This night you must h% mine. 
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Let me.commaiid io thifi, and all my life 
Shall be deroted to you. 

ha. On your word. 
Never to press me to put off these weeds. 
Which best become my melanchOly thoughts, 
You shall command roe. 

VU. Witnee-, Heavep and earth, ' 

Against my soul, when I do any thing ^ . 

To give you a disquiet. 

Car, \Goes to c] I long to wish you joy. 

VU, You'll be a witness of my happiness 1 

Car, For once I'll be my sister's father. 
And give her to you. 

Vil, Next my Isabella, 
Be near my heart : I am for ever yours. [Exeunt, r* 
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ACT III. 



SCENE I.— Cott9i£ Baldwin's Hoiue, 

Enter Count Baldwin, b. and Cablos, l. 

C Bald, (c,) Married to Villeroy, say'st thou? 

Car. (c.) Yes, my lord. 
Last night the priest performed his holy office. 
And made them one. 

C, Bald. (l. c.) Misfortune join them I . 
Ad^I may her violated tows pull down. 
A lasting curse, a constancy of sorrow 
On both their heads. 

Car, (r. c.) Soon heUl hate her ; 
Though warm and violent in his raptures now, 
When full enjoyment palls his slckenM senqe, . 
And reason With satiety returns. 
Her cold constrain'd acceptance of his hand 
Will gall his pride, which (though of late o*erpower*d 
By stronger passions) will, as they grow weak, 
RUe in full fojrce, and pour its vengeance on her. 
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C. BtUd. Now, Carlos, take example to thy aid ; 
Let Blron*s disobedience, and the curse 
He took into his bosom, prove a warning, 
A monitor to thee, to keep thy duty 
Firm and unshaken. 

Car, [Kneels. "i May those rankling wounds. 
Which Biron*8 disobedience gave my father. 
Be heard by me. 

C. Bald, With teara I thank thee, Carlos— 

^Raises him* 
And raay*St thou ever feel those inward joys. 
Thy duty gives thy father— but, my son, 
We must not let resentment choke our justice ; 
'Tis fit that Villeroy know he has no claim 

From me« in right of Isabella. Biron, 

(Wliose name brings tears) when wedded to this wo- 
man, 
By me abandon*d, sunk the little fortune 
His uncle left, in vanity and fondness : 
I am possess*d of those your brother's papers, 
' Which now are Vllleroy*s, and, should aught remain. 
In justice it is his ; from me to him ( 
You shall convey them — follow me, and take them. 

[Exit C. Baldwin, l. 
Car, Yes, I will take them; but ejre I part with 
them, 
I will be sure my interest will not suffer 
By these his high, refined, fantastic notions 
Of equity and right.— What a paradox 
Is man ! My father here, who boasts his honour. 
And even hut now was warm in praise of justice, 
Can steel his heart against the widow's tears, 
And infant's wants : the widow and the infant 
Of Biron ; of his son, his favMte son. 
*Tis ever thus weak minds, who court opinion, 
And dead to virtuous feeling, hide their wants 
In pompous aifectation-^Now to Villeroy — 
Ere this his friends, for he is much beloved, 
Crowd to his house, and with their nuptial songs 
Awake the wedded pair : I'll join the throng. 
And in my face, at least, bear joy and friendship. 

lExU^m. 
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SCENE II.— il Ball Room in Villerot's HoutCi 
and tnuB-ic aeroBs back ground, with Maurice, 
and other Friends qf Vi llbroy, r. and |<. 

Enter a Servant, r, 

Jtfovr. (l. o.) Where's your master, my good friend f 

Serv, (r.c.) Within, sir. 
Preparing for the welcome of his friends. 

Maur, (l. c.) Acquaint him we are here : yet stay, 

[Exit Servant^ a 
The Yoice of music gently shall surprise him. 
And breathe our salutations to his ear. 
Strike np the strain to ViUeroy*s happiness, 
To l8abella*s~But he*s here already. 

£nfer ViLLE ROT, r, 

VU. (r.) My friends, 

Welcome all 

What means this preparation ? \8eeing the Miuie* 

Maw, A slight token 
Of our best wishes for your growing happiness.—— 
You must permit our friendship— 

VU, You oblige me 

Maur, But your lovely bride. 
That wonder of her sex, she must appear. 
And adA new brightness to this happy morning. 

VU, She is not yet prepared ;• and let her will. 
My worthiest friend, determine her behaviour ; * 
To win, an4 not to force her disposition, 
Has been my seven years task. She will anon 
Speak welcome to you all. The music stays. « 

£yiLLER0Y and his Friends seal themselves^ R. 

EPITHALAMIUM. 

^wnan. Let all, let all be gay. 
Begin the rapturous iay, 
I«t mirth, let mirth and joy. 
Each happy hour employ 
Of this fair bridal day. 

VU, \Rises^ and Hands c.'\ I thank yon for this proof 
of your affection : 
I am so much transported with the thoRghtt 
Of what 1 am, I know not what I do. 
My Isabella 1— *buty possessing her. 
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Who would not lose himself? — 

Where's Carlos now? 

Methlnks I am but half myself without him. 

Maur, This is wpnderful ! married, and yet In rap- 
tures. 

VU. Oh ! when you all get wives, and such as mine, 
(If such another woman can be found) 
You will rave too, dote on the dear content, 
And prattle in their praise out of all bounds. 
I cannot spealc my bliss ! 'Tis in my head, 
*T]S in my heart, and takes up all my soul — 
The labour of my fancy. — 

' Enter Isabella and Child^ B. 

My Isabella ! Oh, the joy of my heart, 
That I have leave at l^st to call you mine I 
But let me look upon you, view you well. 
This is a welcome gallantry indeed ! 
I durst not ask, but it was kind to grant. 
Just at this time : dispensing with your dress 
Upon this second day to greet out friends. 

/me. (€.) Blaek might be ominous : 
I would not bring ill luck along with me. 

Vii, (c.) Oh! if your melancholy thoughts could 
change 
With shifting of your dress—Time has done cures 
Incredible this way, and may ag^in. 

/«a. I could have wish*d, if you had thought it fit. 
Our marriage had not been so public. 

Vil. Do not you grudge me my excess of love ; 
That was a cause it could not be coneealM : 
Besides, 'twould injure the opinion 
I have of my good fortune, having you ; 
And lessen it in other people's thoughts. 

Enter Carlos, r. 

VU, My Carlos too, who oaipe in to the support 
Of our bad fortune, has an honest right. 
In better times, to share the good with us. 

Car, I come to claim that right, to share your joy ; 
To wish yott joy ; and find it in myself; 
For a friend's happiness reflectia warmth, 
A kindly copufbrt, into every heart 
That is not envious. 

[Leads the Child R. eknd appeare tofomdlehim^ 
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Vil, He must be a friend indeed, 
Who is not envioas of a happiness 
So absolute as mine : theire is the cause ; 
Thank her for what I am, and what must be : 

[Music fiouri$h, 
I see you mean a second enteriainment, 
My dearest Isabella, you must hear 
The raptures of my friends ; from thee they spring ; 
Thy virtues have diffused themselves around^ 
And made them all as happy as myself. 

Isa, I feel their favours with a grateful heart. 
And willingly comply.. 

[ViLLEROT, Isabella, Carlos, and Child sitn, 
attendants stand at their backs, 

BPITHALAMIUM. 

Ifa». Ye love-wing'd hours, your flight, 

Your downy flight prepare, 
Bring every soft delight 

To sooth the brave and fair. 
Hail, happy pair, thus in each other blessM ; 
Be ever free from care, of ev*ry joy possess'd! 

DUETT, 

Take the gifts the gods intend ye ; 

.Grateful. meet the proffer *d joy ; 
Truth and honour shall attend ye ; 

Charms that ne'er can change or cloy. 

Oh, ttie raptures of possessing. 

Taking beauty to thy arms I 
Oh, the joy, the lasting blessing^ 

When with virtue beauty charms I 
Purer flames sfiall gently warm ye ; 
Love and> honour both shall charm thee. 

Car, You*ll take my advice another time, sister. 

[Isabella droops — all rise, 

Vil. What Have you done t A rising smile 
Stole froiA her thoughts, just r.edd*ning on her cheek. 
And you have dash*d it. 

Car, I'm sorry for*t. 

Vil. My friends, you will forgive me, when I own, 
I must prefer her peace to all the world ! 
Come, Isabella, let us lead the way : 
Within we'll speak our welcome to our friends, 
And crown the happy festival with joy. 

[Exewnty R. — Scene closes. 
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SCENE III.— i4 Room. 

Enter Sampsok and Nurse, r. laughing. 

Samp, Ay, marry, nurse, here's a master, indeed! 
He*U double our wages for us ! If he comes on as fast 
with my lady, as he does with his servants, we are all 
in the way to be well pleased. 

Nurse. He*s in a rare humour ; if she be in as good 
a one 

Samp, If she be, marry, we may e*en say, they have 
begot it upon one another. 

Nurge. Well ; why don't you go back again to your 
old Ojount ? You thought your throat cut, I warrant 
you, to be turned out of a nobleman's service. 

Samp, For the. future, I will never serve in a house 
where the master or mistress of it lie single : they are 
out of humour with every body when they are not 
pleased themselves. Now, this matrimony makes eyery 
thing go well. There^s mirth and money stirring about 
when those matters go on as they should do. 

Nurse. Indeed, this matrimony, Sampson 

Samp, Ah, nnrse! this matrimony is a very good 

thing but what, now my*lady is married, I hope we 

shall have company come to the house : there's some- 
thing>always coming from one gentleman or other upon 
those occasions, if my lady loves company. This feast- 
ing looks well, nurse. 

Nurse, Odso, my master I we must not be seen. 

[Exeunt^ l. 

Enter "ViIjIsERoy^ with a letter, and Isabella, r. 

VU. I must away this moment— sde his letter, 
Signed by himself: alas I be could no more; 
My brother's desperate, and cannot die 
In peace, but in my arms. 

Jsa. So suddenly ! 

K</. Suddenly taken, on the road to Brutsels, 
To do us honour, lo¥e ; unfortunate I 
Thus to be torn from thee, and all those charms, 
Though cold to me and dead. 

Isa, I'm sorry for the cause. 

Vil, Oh I could I think, 
Could I persuade myself, that your concern 
For me, or for rov absence, were the spring, 
The fountain of these melancholy thoughts. 
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My heart would dance, spite of the sad occasion* 
And be a gay companion in my journey ; 
But — — ' 

Enter Carlos, r. 

My g€Hi'\ Carlos, why have you left my friends f 

Car. (r.) They are departed home. 
They saw some sudden melancholy news 
Had stolen the lively colour from your cheek-~-> 
You had withdrawn, the bride, alarm*d, had follow*d : 
Mere ceremony had been constraint ; and this 
Good-natured rudeness— 

Vil. Was the more obliging. 
There, Carlos, is the cause. [Givet the letter. 

Car. Unlucky accident ! 
Th' Archbishop of Malines, your worthy brother— 
With him to-night? Sister, will you permit it? 

ViL It must be so. 

Ita. You hear it must be so. 

Vil. Oh, that it must ! 

Car. To leave your bride so soon ! 

Vil. But having the possession of my love^ 
I am the better able to support 
My absence in the hopes of my return. 

Car. Your stay will be but short ? 

VU, It will- seem long I 
The longer that my Isabella sighs : 
I stiall be jealous of this rival grief, 
It takes so full possession of thy heart. 
There is not room enough for mighty love. 

Enter Servant, bows, and exit, l. 

My horses wait : farewell, my love I You, Carlos, 
Will act a brother's part, till I return. 
And be the guardian here. All, all I have 
That's dear to me, I give up to your care. 

Car. And I receive her as a friend and brother. 

Vil, Nay, stir not, love I for the night air is cold. 
And the dews fallr-Here be our end of parting ; 
Carlos will see me to ray horse. [Exit with Carlos. 

I^a, Oh, may thy brother better all thy hopes I 
Adieu. 
A sadden melancholy bakes my blood I 

Forgive me, Villefoy 1 do not find 

That cheerful gratitude thy service asks : 
Yet, if I know my heart, and sore I do, 

c S 
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*Ti8 not averse from honest obligation. 

1*11 to my chamber, and to bed: my mind. 

My harassM mind is dreary. ^Exit^ u. 

END OF ACT III. 



ACT IV. 

SCENE l.^The Street, 

Enter Biron and Belford, m. d. 

Bir. The longest day will have an end ; we are got 
home at last. 

Bel. We have got our legs at liberty ; and liberty 
is home, where'er we go ; though mine lies most in 
England. 

Bir. Pray, let me call this yours : for what I can com- 
mand in Brussels, you shall find your own. 1 have a 
father here, who perhaps,^ after seven years absence, 
and costing him nothing in my travels, may be glad to 

see me. You know my story How does my disguise 

become me ? 

BeU Just as you would have it ; 'tis natural, and will 
conceal you. 

Bir. To-morrow you shall be sure to find me here, as 
early as you please, this is th&' house, you have ob- 
serveU the street. 

BeL I warrant you : your directions will carry me to 
my lodgings. [^t'e n, 

Bir, Good night, my friend. 
The long-expected moment is arrived I 
And If all here is well, my past sorrows ^ 
Will only heighten my excess of joy ; 
And nothing will remain to wish or hope for ! » 

[Knocks. 

Enter Sampson, l. d. 

Samp. Who's there 1 What -would you have t 
Bir, Is your lady at home, friend ? 
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Samp, Why, truly, friend, it is my employment to 
answer impertinent questions: but for my lady's being at 
home, or no, thaVs just as my lady pleases/ 

Bir. But how shall I know whether it pleases her or 
no? 

Samp. Why, if you'll take my word for it, you may 
carry your errand back again : she neTer pleases to see 
any body at this time of night, that she does not know ; 
and by your dress and appearance 1 am sure you must be 
a stranger to her. 

Bir, But I have business ; and you don't know how 
that may please her. 

Samp. Nay if you hare business, she is the best 
judge whether yoar business will please her or no: 
therefore I will proceed in my office, and know of my 
lady whether or no she is pleased to be at home or 
no — [^Going^ 

Enter Nurse, l. d. 

Nurse, Who's that you are so busy withal ? Me- 
thinks you might have found an answer in fewer 
words : but, Sampson, you love to hear yourself prate 
sometimes, as well as your betters, that I must say for 
you. Let me come to him. Who would^you speak with, 
stranger ? 

Bir, (c,J With you, mistress, if you could help me to 
speak to yonr lady. 

Nurse, (c) Yes, sir, I can help you in a civil way : 
but can nobody do your business but my lady I 

bir. Not so well; but if you carry her this ring, 
she'll know my business better. 

Nurse, There's no love-letter in it, I hope ; yon look 
like a civil gentleman. In an honest way, I may bring 
you an answer. [Exit, 

Bir, My old nurse, only a little older ; they say the 
tongue grows always : mercy on hie ! then her's is se- 
ven years longer since I left her. Tet there is some- 
thing in these servant's folly pleases me ; the cautious 
conduct of the family appears, and speaks in their im- 
pertinence. Well, mistress 

Nurse returns^ h, d. 

Nurse. I have deliver'd your ring, sir I pray Heaven, 
voa bring no bad news along with you I 
Bir, Quite contrary, I hope. 
Nurse. Nay, I hope so too ; but my lady was very 

' c s . 



90 ISAVBIiLA* [act IVv 

much surprised when I {^ave it her. Sir, I am bul a 
servant, as a body may say ; but if you*ll walk in that 
I may shut the doors, for we keep very orderly hours, 
I can show you into the parlour and help you to an 
answer, perhaps as soon as 'those that are wiser. 

[Exit L. D. 

Bir. 1*11 follow you 

Now ail my spirits hurry to my heart, 

And every sense has taken the alarm 

\.t this approaching interview ! 

Heavens ! how I tremble 1 [Exit, l. d. 

SCENE II.— il Chamber, 

Enter Isabella, r. 

ha, (c.) I*ve heard of witches, magic spells, and 
charms, 
That have made nature start from her old course : 
The sun has been eclipsed, the mdon drawn down ~ 
From her career, still paler, and subdued ^ 
To the abuses of this under world ! 
Now I believe all possible. This ring. 
This little ring, with necromantic force. 
Has raised the ghost of pleasure to my fears ; 
Conjured the sense of honour, and of love, 
Into such shapes, they fright me from myself I 
I dare not ^hink of them 

Enter Njdrse, l. 

Nurse, Madam, the gentleman's below, 
ca. I had forgot, pray let me speak with him ; 

[Exit NuBSB. 
This ring was the first present of my love 
To Biron, my first husband : I must blush 
To think I have a second. Biron died 
(Still to my loss) at Candy ; there's my hope. 
Oh, do I live to hope that he died there ? 
It must be so ; he's dead, and this ring left. 
By his last breath, to some known faithful friend, 
To bring me back again ; 
That's all 1 have to trust to 

Enter Biron, and stands l. Isabella /ooitin^ a£ him. 

My fears were woman's—— I have view'd.him all : 
And let me, let me say it to myself, 
I live again, and rise but from his tomb. 
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Sir, Hare you forgot me quU« ? 

jba. Forgot yoa I - 

Bir, Then farewell my disguise, and my misfortunes. 
My Isabella 1 - , 

[He goes to her, she shrieks. andfaitUs. 

l«o. Ha ! 

Btr. Oh ! come again : 
Thy Biron summons thee to life and love ; 

Thy once-loyed, ever-loving husband calls 

ThytBiron speaks to thee. 

Excess of love and joy, for my return, 

Has overpowerM her——-! was to blame ^ 

To take thy sex's softness unprepared : 

But sinking thus, thus dying in my anuB, 

This ecstacy has made my welcome more 

Than words could say. Words may be counterfeit, ' 

False coin'd, and current only from the tongue. 

Without the mind ; bat passion*s in the soul. 

And always speaks the heart. 

Isa, Where have I been? Why do you keep him 
from me ? 
I know his voice : my life, upon the wing. 
Hears the soft lure that brings me back again ; 
'Tis he himself, my Biron« 
Do I hold you fast. 
Never to part again ? 
If I must fall, death's welcome in these arms;^ 

Bir, Live ever in these arms. 

Isa, But pardon me. 
Excuse the wild disorder of njy soul ; 
The joy, the strange surprising joy of seeing you. 
Of seeing you again, distracted me-: — 

Bir. Thou everlasting goodness I 

Isa, Answer me ; >. 

What Hand of Providence has brought you back 
To your own home again ? 
O, tell me all, 
For every thought confounds me. 

Bir. My best life I at leisure, all. 

Isa. We thought you dead: kiird at the siege of 
Candy. 

Bir, There I fell among the dead ; 
But hopes of life reviving from my wounds,' 
I was preserved but to be made a slave ; 
I often writ to my hard father, but never had 
An answer ; I writ to thee too~^ 
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Isa, What a world of woe 
Had been prevented but in hearing from you I 

Btr. Alas ! thou could*st not help me. 

Isa, You do not know how much I could have done $ 
At least, I'm sure I could have suffer 'd all ; 
I would have sold myself to slavery, 
Without redemption ; given up my child, 
The dearest part of%ae, to basest wants- — ^ 

Bir, My little boy ! 

Ita. My life but to have heard 
You were alive. 

Bir. No more, my love ; complaining of the past» 
We lose the present joy. 'Tis over price. 

Of all my pains, that thus we meet again 

I have a thousand things to say to thee 

Isa, *Would I were past the hearing ! [Afidet, 

Bir. How does my child, my boy, my father, too ? 
I hear he*s liTing still. 

Isa, Well, both, both well ; 
And may he prove a father to your hopes, 
Though we have found him none. 

Bir, Come^ no more tears. 

Isa. Seven long years of sorrow for your \osBf 
Have mourn*d with me 

Bir, And all my days to come 
Shall be employ*d in a kind recompense 
For thy afflictions— Can *t I see my boy ? 

Jsa, He's gone to bed : I'll have him brought to yo«. 

Bir, To-morrow I shall see him ; I want rest 
Myself, after this weary pilgrimage. 

Isa. Alas ! what shall I get for you ? 

Btr. Nothing but rest, my love ! To-night I would 
not 
Be known, if possible, to your family : 
I see my nurse is with you ; her weltome 
Would be tedious at this time ; 
To-morrow will do better. 

Isa, ru dispose of her, and order every thing 
As you would have it. [jffxtt, », 

Bir, Grant me but life, good Heaven, and give the 
means 
To make this wond'rous goodness some amends ; 
And let me then forget her, if 1 can I 
O ! she deserves of me much more than I 
Can lose for her, though I again could venture 
A father, and his fortune, for her love I 
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Tou wretched flithers, blind as fof tune all I 
Not to pereeiye, that such a woman's worth 
Weighs down the portions you provide your sons ; 
What is your trasn, what all your heaps of gold, 
Compared to thisj my heart-felt happiness ? 
What has she, in my absence, undeigone! 
I must not think of that ; it drives me back 
Upon myself, the fatal cause of all. 

Enter Isabella, r. 

Iga, I have obey*d your pleasure ; 
Every thing is ready for you. 

Btr. (r.) I can want nothing here; possessing thee. 
All my desires are carry*d to their aim 
Of happiness : there's no room for a wish. 
But to continue sUU this blessing to me : 
I know the' way, my lovd. I shall sleep sound. 

ha. Shall I attend you ? 

Bir, By no means : 
Tve been so long a slaje to others* pride, 
To learn, at least, to wait upon myself ; 
You'll make baste after—— 

Isa, rU but say my prayers, and follow you^ 

[Exit BlRON, R. 
My prayers ! no, I must never pray again, 
Prayers have their blessings, to reward our hopes, 
But I have nothing left to hope for more. 
What Heav*n could gitre I have enjoy*d; but now 
The baneful planet rises on my fate. 
And what's to come is a long life of woe ; 

Yet I may shorten it 

I promised him to follow — him I 

Is he without a name ? Biron, my husband<- 

My husband ! ha ! What then is Villeroy ? 

Oh, Biron, hadst thou come but one day sooner I • 

[ We^pimg, 
— What's to be done ?— for something must be done. 
Two husbands ! married to both. 
And yet a wife to neither ! Hold, my brain— ~ 
Ha ! a lucky thought 

Works the right way to rid me of them all ; 
All the reproaches, infamies and scorns. 
That every tongue atfd finger will find for me. ' 
Let the just horror of my apprehensions 
But keep me warm-— no matter what can come. 
'Tte but a blow-^yet I will see him first— 
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Have a last look, to heighten my despair, 

And then to rest for ever. — [Going^ ft. 

BiRON meets her, 

Bir. Despair and rest for ever I Isabella ! 
These w^rds are far from thy condition ; 
And be they ever so. I heard thy voice, 
And could not bear thy absence ; come, my loye ! 
You have stayed long, there's nothing, nothing tvam 
Now to despair of in succeeding fate. / 

laa. I am contented to be miserable. 
But not this way ; IWe been too long abased. 
Let me sleep on, to be deceived no more. 

Bir. Look up, my love, I never ^d deeelTe thse. 
Nor ever can; believe thyself, thy eyes 
That first inflamed, and lit me to my. love. 
Those stars, that still must guide me to roy joys. 

/«a. And me to my undoing : I look round, 
And find no path, ^ut leading to the grave. 

Bir, I cannot understand thee. 

Isa, If marriages 
Are made in Heaven, they should be happier: 
Why was I made this wretch ? 

Bir. Has marriage made thee wretched ? 

Jva, Miserable, beyond the reach of comfort. 

Bir. Do I live to hear thee say so ? ' 

ha. Why, what did I say ? 

Bir. That I have made thee miserable. 

Isa. No : you are my only earthly happiness : 
And my false tongue belied my honest heart. 
If it said otherwise * 

Bir, And yet you said, ' 
Your marriage made you miserable. 

Isa. I know not what 1 said: 
Tve said too much, unless I could speak all. 

Bir. Thy words are wild ; my eyes, my ear^, my 
heart. 
Were all so fUll of thee, so much employ *d 
In wonder of thy charms, I could not find it $ 
Now I perceive it plain— 

ha. You'll tell nobody 

Bir. Thou art not well. 

Isa. Indeed I am not ; I knew that before ; 
But Where's the remedy ? 

Bir. Rest will relieve thy cares ; come* come, no 
more ; 
1*11 banish sorrow from thee. 
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Isa, Banisn first the cause. 

Bir. Heayen knows how willingly I 

Imcl You are the only cause. 

Bir Am I the cause ? the cause of thy misfortunes ? 

Isa, The fatal innocent cause of all my woes. 

Bir, Is this my welcome hopae? This the reward 
Of all my miseries, long labours, pains, 
And pining wants of wretched slavery, 
Which I've outliyed, only in hopes of thee ; 
Am I thus paid at last for deathless love ; 
And call*d the cause of thy raisfbrtunes now? 

Isa, Inquire no more ; '^twill be explainM too soon. 

[Going off, l, 

Bir. What ! canst thou leave me too ? 

Isa, Pray let me go ; 
For both our sakes, permit m e < 

Bir, Rack me not with imaginations 

Of things impossible Thou canst not mean 

What thou hast siid — Yet something she must mean. 
— "Twas madness all — Compose thyself, my love ! 
The fit is past ; all may be well again : 
Let us to bed. 

Ita. To bed ! You*ve raised the storm 
Will sever us for ever. 

Bir, Nothing shall ever part us. 

Isa, Oh I there's a fatal story to be told ; 
Be deaf to that, as Heaven has been to me ! 
When thou shaH hear how much thou hast been 

wrong*d, 
How^wilt thou curse thy fond believing heart, 
Tear me from the warm bosom of thy love. 
And throw roe like a poisonous weed away ! 
AM things have their end. 
When I am dead, forgive and pity me. [Exit L. 

Bir, Suy, my Isabella I 

What can she mean ? These doubtings will distract 
me: 

Some hidden mischief soon will burst to light ; 

I «innot bear it- — I must be satisfied 

•Tis she, my wife, n^ust clear this darkness to me. 
She shall — ^If the sad tale at last must come, 
She it my fate, and best can speak my doom. 

lEjii. 
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ACT V. 



SCENE l.'-A Chamber, 

Enter Biron and Nurse, l. 

Bir. I Imow enough : th* important qaestion 
Of. life or death, fearful.to be resolved) ^ 

Is clear'd to rae : I see where it liaust end : 
And need inquire no more— fPray, let me have 
Pen, ink, and paper : 1 must write a while, 
And then I*U try to rest— to rest for ever ! 

Poor Isabella'! now I know the cause, 
The cause q( thy distress, and cannot wonder 
That it has turn*d thy brain. If I look back 
Upon thy loss, it will distract me too. 
Oh, any curse but this might be removed I 
Put *twa8 the rancorous malignity 
Of all ill stars combined, of Heaven- and fat o 
Hold, hold my impious tongue-^ Alas I I rave : 
Why do I tax the stars, or Heav*n, or fate? 
My father and my brother are my fates, 
That drive me to my ruin. They knew well 
I was alive. Too well they knew how dear 
My Isabella— i-~Oh ! my wife no more I 
How dear her iove was to me — Yet they stood. 
With a malicious silent joy, stood by. 
And saw her give up all my happiness. 
The treasure of her beauty to another ;! 
Stood by, and saw her married to another ; 
Oh, cruel father, and unnatural brother ! ' 
I have but to accuse you of my wrongs, 

And then to fall forgotten Sleep or death 

Sits heavy on me, and benumbs my pains : 
Either is welcome ; but the hand of death 
Works always sure,, and best can close my eyes. 

{Exit Biron, r. 

Enter Nurse and Sampson, r., 

Nurse, Here's strange things towards, Sampson: 
what will be the end of 'em, do you think? 
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Samp, Nay, marry, Norse, I can*t see so far : but 
the law, I believe, is on BiroB, the first husband's 
side. 

Nurse, Yes; no question, he has the law oil his 
side. 

Samp. For I have heard, the law says, a woman 
most be a widow, all out seven years, before she can 
marry again, acoording to law. 

Nurse. Ay, so it does ; and our lady has not been 
a widow altogether seven years. 

Samp. Why then. Nurse, mark my words, and say 
I told yon sb,-*'the man must have his wife again, and 
all will do weU. ^ 

Nwrse. But if our master, Villeroy, comes, back 
again— 

Samp. Why, if he does, he is not the first man that 
bas had his wife takten from him. 

Nurse. For fear of the worst, will you go to the 
old Count, and desire him to come as soon as he 
can ; there may be mischief, and he is able to prevent 
it. 

Samp. Now yon say something: now I take you. 
Nurse; that will do well, indeed; mischief should 
be prevented, ft little thing will make a quarrel, 
when there's a woman in the way. 1*11 about it in- 
stantly. lExeuntj r. 

SCENE II.— il Chamber.-^Binov asleep on a couch. 

JSnter Isabella, l. 

Tsa. Asleep so soon 1 Oh, happy ! happy thou. 
Who tlms can sleep I I never shall sleep more — 
If then to sleep be to be happy, he, 
Who sleens the longest, is uie happiest ; 
Death is the longest sleep— Oh, have a care ? 
Mischief will thrive apace. Never wake more. 

ITo BisoK. 
If thou didst ever love thy Isabella, * 

To-morrow must be doomsday to thy peace. 

^The sight of him disarms ev'n death itself. 

And pleasure grows again 

With looking on him — Let me look my last— -^ 

But is a look enough for parting love T 

Sure I may take a kiss Where am I going? 

Help, help me, Villeroy ! Mountains and seas 
Divide your love, never to meet my shame. 
Hark 1 » 
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What noise was that ? A knoclttkig at the yattf I 
It may be Villeroy— No matter who. 

Bir, Gome, Isabella, come. 

Jsa. Hark ! Tm eall*d 1 

Bir, You stay too long from me. 

I^a, A man's yOicel in my bed I How came he 
there ? 
Nothing but villainy in this bad world. 
Here's physic for your fever. 

[U^raws a dagger, and goes backward to tht eauthi 
If husbands go to Heaven, 

Wliere do they go that send them I— This to try—* ' 
[Going to /stab hiniy he rises, she shriekt. Both eonrn 

/o'rmard.] 
What do I see ? r - 

Bir, Isabella, arm*d ! 

/<a. Against my husband's life I 

Bir. Thou didst not think it ? 

isa. Madness has brought me td the gates of hell, 
And there has left me. 

Bir, Why dost thou fly me so ? 

Isa, I cannot bear hiii sight ; distraction, come. 
Possess me all. 

Shake olf my chains, and batten to fny aid ;-^ • 
Thott art itiy only cure—— [J2iMl«t'i^ oiif,''L-. 

Bir, Poor Isabella, she's not in a condition 
To give me any comfort, if she could ; 
Lost to herself-^as quickly I shall be 
To all the world — Horrors come fast around me ; 
My mind is oYerca8t«^th0 gathering clouds 
Darken the prospect — I approaeh the brink. 
And soon mast leap the precipice I Oh I HeaT*n t 

[ITfteelt. 
While yet my senses are my own, thus kneeling. 
Let me implore thy mercies on my wife ; 
Release her from her pangs ; and if my reason^ 
O'erwhelm'd with miseries, sink before the tempest. 
Pardon those crimes despair may bring upon me. - - 

IRises^ 

Enter Nurse, t. 

Nurse, Sir, there*! somebody at the door must needs 
speak with you ; he won't tell his name. 

Bir, I come to him [Exit Nvssb, b 

'Tis Belford, I suppose ; he little knows 
Of what has happen *d here \ I wanted hloi. 
Must employ his friendship, and then— {,BxU^ %, 
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SCBNB III.— !rAe Street. 

Enter Carkos, Pedro, and three Ruffians, r. 
Ruffians conceal themselves, ^. u. e. 

Car* A yoanger brother I I was one too long 
Not to preyent my being so again. 
We most be sudden* Younger brothers are 
Bat lawful bastards of another name, 
Thrust out of their nobility of birth 
And family, and taipted into trades. 
Shall I be one of them — ^Bow, and retire. 
To make more room for the unwieldy heir 

To play the fool in? No 

But how shall I prevent it ?^— piron comes 
To take possession of my father's loTe — 
Would that were all ! there's a birthright too 
That he will seize. Besides, if Biron lives. 
He iriJl unfold soiae practices, which I 
Cannot well answer — therefore he shall die ; . 
This night roust be disposed of: I have means 
That will not fail my jjurpose. Here he comes. 

Enter Biron, l. 

. Bir. HaJ am 1 beset? I live but to revenge me. 
[TA<y rushfonvard and stab him^ Vili^erot €tt- 
tevM R. n>Uh two Servants ; they rescue him ; 
Carlos and his party jly, 
Vih How are you, sir? Mortally hurt, I fear. 
Take care and lead him in. 

. Bsr, I thank you for this goodness, sir: though His 
Bestow*d upon a very wretch ; and death. 
Though from a villain's hand, had been to me 
An act of kindness,, and the height of mercy — 
But I thank you, sir. " 

VU. Take care and lead him in. [He is led qff L. 

SCENE ' IV.-^^ Chamber. 

Enter Isabblla, r. 

Isa. (c.) Murder my husband ! Oh I I must not dare 
To think of living on ; my desperate hand, 
laa mad rage, may offer it again ; 
Stab roe any where but there. Here's room enough 
In my own breast to act the fury in. 
The proper scene of mischief. 

[^Qifing to stab herse^, Vihi.EiiOY runs inn, and 
prevents her, by taking the dagger /rom Arr* 

D 2 
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VU, Angels defend and sa^ve thee I 
Attempt thy precious life I 
Lay violent hands upon thy innocent self ! 

Isa, Swear I am innocent, and 1*11 helieve you. 
What would you hare with me ? Pray let me go. 
— Are you there. Sir 1 You are the very man 
Have done all this. You would have made 
Me believe you married me ; but the fool 
Was wiser. 

ViL Dost thou not know me, love f 
Tis Villeroy, thy husband. 

Isa. I have none ; no husband — 
Never had but one, and he died at Candy. 
Speak, did ho not die there ? 

ViL He did, my life. 

Jsa» But swear it, quickly swear. 

Enter Biron, bloody, leaning upon his Smtrd. 

Before that streaming evidence appears. 
In bloody proof against me — 

[SAe seeing Biron, swoons ; Villrrot helps her 
to a eoueh, 

ViL Help there ! {^Sees Biron. 

Biron alive ? 

Bir,. (l.) The only wretch on earth, that must not 
live. 

ViL (r.c.) Biron or Villeroy must not, that's de- 
creed. 

Btr. You*ve saved me firom the hands of murderers ; 
Would you had not, for life's my greatest plague— 
And then, of all the world, yon are the man 
I would not be obliged to—Isabella ! 
I came to fall before thee : I had died 
Happy, not to have found your Villeroy here : 
A long farewell, and a last parting kiss. [Kisses Aer. 

VU. A kiss t confusion ! it must be your last. 

Bir. I know it must — Here 1 give up that death 
You but delay*d : since what is past has been 
The work of fate, thus we must finish it 
Thrust home, be sure. [FaUs^ 

ViL Alas ! he faints I some help there. 

Bin. *Tis all in vain, my sorrows soon will end^ 
Oh, Villeroy t let a dying wretch entreat you 
To take this letter to my father. My Isabella ! 



CouldAt thou but hear me, mjf last words slioald bless 

thee 
I cannot, though in death, bequeath her to thee. 

Bat could I hope my boy, my little one, 

Might find a father in thee-TOh, I faint^ 

I can no more— Hear me, HeaT*n ! Oh ! support 

My wife, my Isabella I — ^Bless my child I 

And takeii poor unhappy- ^IHcs, 

Vil, He*s gone — 
My care of her is lost iu wild amaze. 
Who waits there ? [ExU^ r« 

Ita. [Recovering,^ Where have I been ? — Methlnks, 
I stand upon 
The brink of life, ready to shoot the gulph 
That lies between me and the realms of rest, 
But still detained, I cannot pass the strai^t ; 
Deny*d to live, and yet I must not die ; IRiitet, 

Doom*d to come back, -like a complaining ghost. 

To my unbury'd body^Here it lies 

[Comee forward and throws herself by Biron's Rody, 

My body, soul, and life. A little dust 

To coyer our cold limbs in the dark graye— 

There, there we shall sleep safe and sound together. 

Enter Villeroy, with SsRyANTS, l. 

ViL Poor wretch; upon the ground! She's not 
herself : 
Remoye her from the body* 

[SERyANTS^o«n^ to raise her. 
Isa. Never, neyer-— 7 [Clings to the Body, 

Ton have divorced us once, but shall no more-^ 
Help, help me Biron — Ha ! — bloody and dead ! 
Oh, murder ! murder ! you have done this deed. 
Vengeance and murder I*-^bury us together — 
Do any thing but part us. 

Vil, Gently, gently raise her. 
She must be forced away. t!^^^ carry her off r. 

Isa, Oh ! they tear me ! Cut on my hands-; — 
Let me leave something with him — 
They'll clasp him fast— — 
Oh, cruel, cruel men I 
This yon must answer one day. VSuRa^ follows her, 

Vil, Send for all helps : all, all that I am worth. 
Shall cheaply buy her peace of mind again. 

iTo a Skrvant. 
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EfUer Count Baldwin, Carlos, Belpord, Mauricb, 
. . £gmont, with Servants, u' 

C. Bald, O, do I live to <this unhappy day ! 
Where is my wretched son ? 

Car, Where is my brother ? 

[They see hiniy and gather about the Body, 

VU, I hope, in heav'n. 

Car, Can* St thou pity him f 
Wishhim in heaven, when thou hast done a deed, 
That inust forever cut thee from the hopes 
Of ever coming there ? 

Vil. I do not blame you — 
You have a brother's right to be concerned 
For his untimely death. 

Car, Untimely death, indeed ! 

Vil, (r,) But yet you must not say I was the cause. 

Car. (L.) Not you the cause I Why, who should murder 
. himt 
We do not ask you to accuse yourself; 
But I must say, that you have murder'd him ; 
And will say nothing else, till justice draws 
Upon oui side, at the loud call of blood, 
To execute so foul a murderer. 

Bel, Poor Biron I is this thy welcome home ! 

Maur, Rise, sir; there is a comfort in revenge. 
Which is left you. [To C. Baldwin. 

Car, Talie the body hence. [Biron carried off. 

C, Bald, (c.) What could provoke you t 

Vil. Nothing could provoke me 
To a base murder, which, I find, you think 
Me guilty of— I know my innocence ; 
My servants too can witness that I drew 
My sword in his defence, to rescue him. 

Bel, Let the servants be caird. 

Etjm, Let*s hear what they can say. 

Car, What they can say ! Why, what should servants 
say? 
They are his accomplices, his instruments, 
And will not charge themselves. If they could do 
A murder for his service, they can lie. 
Lie nimbly, and swear hard to bring him off. 
You say you drew your sword in his defence : 
Who were his enemies? Did he need defence? 
Had he wrong*d any one ? Could he have cause 
To apprehend a danger, but from you ? 
And yet you rescued him ! — 
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No, no, he came 

Unseasonably, (that was all his crime) 
Unluckily, to interrupt your sport : 
Yon were new marry.*d — ^marxy'd to his wife ;] 
And therefore you, and she, and all of you, 
(For all of you I must believe concerned) 
Combined to murder him out of the way. 
Bel. If It be so*— - 
Car^ It can be only so. 
C, Bald. The law will do me Justibe ; send for the 

magistrate. 
Car. I'll go myself for him— [Exit, l. 

Vil. These strong presumptions, I must own indeed. 
Are violent against me ; but I have 
A witness, and on this side heav*n too. . 
-. — Open that door. 

[m. d. Opens, and Pedro is brought fortvara hy 
ViiiiiKBOY^s Servants, 1 
Here's one can tell you all. 
ped. All, all ; save me but from the rack, 1*11 con- 
fess all. 
VU. You and your accomplices designed 
To murder Biron 1 — Speak. 
Ped. We did. 

VU. Did you engage upon your private wrongs, 
Or were eroploy'd ? 
Ped. He never did us wrong. 
VU. You were set on then? 
Ped. We were set on. 
VU. What do you know of me ? 
Ped' Nothing, nothing : 
You saved his life, and have discovered me. 

VU. He has acquitted me. 
If you would be resolved of any thing. 
He stands upon his answer. 

Bd. (r. c.) Who set you on to act this horrid deed ? 
C Bcdd. 1*11 know the villain ; give ine quick his 
name, 
Or I will tear it from thy bleeding heart. 
Ped. I will confess. 
C. Bald. Do then. 

Ped. It was my master, Carlos, your own son. 
C Bald. Oh, monstrous ! monstrous ! most unna- 
tural! 
Bel. Did he employ you to murder his own brother 
Ped* He did ; and Ixe was with us when *twas done 
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C. Bald. ItiYiu be trae, this horrid, iM^rrid tale. 
It is but just upan me ; Biroa's wrongs 
Must be rcTenged | and 1 the ceuSto of all ) 

Maur, What will you do with Mm ? 

C. Bald. Take him apart 

I know too much {^BxU Pedso, guarded, 

Vil. I had forgot— Your wretched, dying son. 
Gave me this letter for you. [Gives it to C Baldwin. 
I dare deliver it. It speaks of me, 
I pray to have it read. 

C. Bald, You know the hand ? 

Bel, 1 know His B iron's hand. 

C, Bald. Pray read it. [Bblfosd reads the LeUer. 

" Sir, 

I find I am come only to lajy my death at your 
door. I am now going out of the world, but cannot 
fbrgive you, ncr my brother Carlos, for not hindering 
my poor wife, Isabella, from marrying with Villeroy ; 
when you both knew, from so many letters, that 1 was 
alive. ** BiBON.*' 

Va, How I Did you know it then ? 
^ C Baid. Amazement alU , 

Enter Carlos, wUh OfIpicbrs, l* 

Oh, Carlos ! are you come ? Your brother here. 
Here in a wretched letter, lay» his death 
To you and me — Have yoa done any thing 
To hasten his sad end? 

Car. Bless me, sir, I da any thing ! wh6. It 

C. Bald. He talks of letters that were sent to us. 
f never heard of any — Did you know 
He was alive ? 

Car. Alive ! Heaven knows, not I. - 

C. Bald, Had you no news of him, from a report, 
Or letter, never ? 

Car, Never, never, I. 

Bel, That's strange, indeed : I know he often writ 
To lay before you the condition [To C. Baldwin:. 
Of his hard slavery : and more I know. 
That he had several answers to his letters. . 
He said they came from you ; you are his brother ? 

Car, Never from me. . 

Bel. That will appear. 
The letters, I believe, are still about hiin ; 
For some of them I saw but yesterday. 
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^* Bald, What did those answers say t 

Bel, I caDDot speak to the particulars ; 
Bot I remember well, the sam of them 
Was much the same, and all agreed. 
That there was nothing to be hoped from you 5 
That *twas your barbaroas resolution' 
To let him perish there. 

C. Bald, Oh, Carlos ! Carlos ! hadst thou been a 

brother- 
Car. This is a plot upon me. I never knew 
He was in slavery, or was alive. 
Or heard of him, before this fatal hour. 

Bd, There, sir, 1 must confront you. 
He sent you a letter, to ray knowledge, last night ; 
And yon sent him word you would come to him— 
I fear you came too soon. 

C, Bald, 'Tis all too plain.— 
«riiig oat that wretch before him. 

'. [Pbdvlo prodiuegd, u, o. 

Car, Ha I Pedro there !— Then I am caught, indeed. 

Ba, You start at sight of him $ 
He has confessM the bloody deed. 

Car, Well then, he has confessed, 
Aod I must answer it. 

Bel, Is there no more? 

Car, Why !•— what would you have more? I know 
the worst. 
And I expect it. 

C, Bald, Why hast thou done all this? 

Car, Why, that which damns most men has ruined 

-_ me; 

The making of my fortune. Biron stood 

^tween me and your favour ; while he lived, 

I had not that ; hardly was thought a son, 

And not at all akin to your estate. 

I could not bear a younger brother's lot, 

To live depending upon courtesy 

Had you provided for me like a father, 
I had been still a brother. 
C. Bald. *Tis too true ; 
I never loved thee as I should have done : 
It was my sin, and I am punishM for't. 
Oh! never may distinction rise again 
in families : let parents be the same 
To all their ^Udren ; common in their care. 
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For loving one too well, 

VU. You knev your brother llyed ; why did yoft 
take 
Such pams to v»Try me to Isabella? 

Car, I had my reason! for't.^ 

VU, More than I thought you had.' 

Car. Rut one was this-r-^ . 
• I knew my brother loved his wife so well, 
That if he evei: should cpme home again, 
He could not long outUve the loss of her. 

Bel, If you rely'd on that, why did you kill Kim } 

Car, To make all sure. Now you ace answerM all. 
Wh^re m>ist I got I am tired of your questions. 

C. Bald, I leave the judge to tell thee what tho« 
art; 
A father cannot find a name for thee. 
Take him away— [Carlos led qf, i.. 

Grant me, sweet Heav*ii ! the patience to go through 
The torment of my eure — H^e, here begins 
The operation. Alas ! she's mad. 

Enter Isabella, r.' distracted j and her Child r^n» 

' ning from her^ 

Vil, My Isabella, poor unhlippy wretch I 
What ican I say lo her 1 ' ^ 

Isa. Nothing, nothing ; *tis a babbling world — 
1*11 hear no more on*t. When does th& eourt sit ? 
I have a cause to try. • 
Will you not hear Itl Then I must appeal 
To the bright throne— Gall down the heav*n1^ powers 
To witness ho^ you use me.. 

C, Bald' Pray, give her way. She*U hurt nobody. 

ha. What bava. you done with him ? He was here 
but now ; 
I saw him here.- Oh, Bin>n,.Qiron I where. 
Where have they hid thee from me f He is goae^— 
But here*s a little flaming cherubim^- 
Will nothing do ? 1 did not hope to find 
Justice on earth ; Uis not in heav*n neither. 

Biron has watch *d his opportunity « 

Softly ; he steals it from the sleeping gods. 

And sends it thns-?-Ha J ha I ha 1-^ [8to6« her$e{f. 

Now, now I laugh at you, 1 defy- you all) 

You tyrant murderers. 

C. Bald, Oh, thou most injured innocence! Yet live. 



8C8KE V.J ISABELLA. 47 

lAve but to witness for me to the world, 

How nrach I do repent roe of the wrongs. 

The unnatural wrongs, which I have heapM on thee 

And have pnll'd down this judgment on us all. 

Vil, Oh, speak, speak but a word of comfort to 
- mel 

C. Bald* If tH^ most tender father's care and love 

Of thee, and thy poor child, can make amends 

Oh, yet look up and li.Te I 

Isa, Where is that little wretch ? [They raUe Her* 
I die in peace, to leave him to your care. 
I have a wretched mother's legacy, 
A dying kiss — pray let me nve it him. 
My blessing ; that, that's all I haye to leave tnce. 
Oh, may thy father's virtues live in thee, 
And all his wrongs be buried in my grave ! [Diet. 
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1 CAMIhroT b^t feel senMble how mttch this litHii 
twmdy owes, for its success, to the adniii:at>le iEt6tiiig« 
it has dvawh "^rth. It has had the good ) fortune to< 
present Mr. CHAftLfis KEMBtE in that line iiti whtelv 
he 18 the peculiar delight of the public, and in which 
fae sta*d$ unrivalled. Mr. JoNB8,'Mr. Duruskt,^ 
tad Mrs. Fauci T, are likewise entitled to my wurmest' 
tbanks ^ the talent which they have exerted on the 
ooc^sion^ 

If I miake separate ^aention of Mr. Fawcbtt and 
Miss M. Tree, it is because I have had no prevrous 
dp^rtunity of acknowledgin^g their merits in another 
^eee of mine, the opera of C/^rn / and I take tfati^ oc- 
casion to e^piietis my high and grateful )sense of llieir 
<^elleiice in bo^. 

The part bf Oaf tain Capp^ in the haad^ of Mr; 
Fawcett, is. one of those rich and racy pieces of 
acting that can only be furnished by the vtstetoa 
attist in whom vigorous original taleht has be0ii re- 
fined and mellowed by time and experience. It has 
all the spirit of youthful days with flie generous fla* 
voar of maturer age. I may speak almost impartSaUy 
on this subject, for, in fact, Mr. Fawcbtt 'Iku made 
the chajracter his own by his Inimititble acting. 

If I say that Miss M. Trbb, as Mary^ frequently 
equals the best points of Mademoiselle Mas^ in the 
French original, she will not thiak I undervalue her 
geniuk by a comparison with the finest eomio actress 
in existence. Of her Claris I can but' re*«cho the 
admiration already bestowed upon it throughout the 
kingdom. 

1 understand that the authorship of this comedy 
has been claimed by different persons in the public 
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Ctp6rst iDii the ground of their having produced tran^^ 
fdons of the French original^ which have been 
pearformed at the minor theatres. Jn reply to this I 
Would observe, that I have never seen any of those 
translations. My play was written last autumn at 
Paris, It was founded on a printed copy of ** La 
^eune9s.e de Henri Y.,'* of which a number of editions 
have appeared. The incidents and situations are 
nearly the same, but the dialogue differs essentially 
throughout ; especially in the part of Captain Copp^ 
I am not aware that the circumstance of One person's 
having translated a foreign play for any individual 
theatre gives him an exclusive property in the ori- 
ginal play. I believe foreign plays are considered 
open to any one to alter and adapt according to his 
taste and ability ; and, after all, the honour of a 
translation or adaptation, is a matter very little worth 
contending for. 

• But, while I totally disclaim all benefits from con- 
temporary translations^ I must advert to material ad- 
vantages which I have received from other sources, 
^ud I regret that I am restrained from acknowledg- 
ing them except in general terms. My manuscript 
has been revised by a literary friend, to whom I am 
indebted for invaluable touches ; and the Songs ivere 
supplied, during my absence, by, as 1 am informed, 
'* a very amiable and accomplished young, lady," 
whose concealment of her name shows that her mo- 
<)lsty is equal to her merit. 

London, June 5, 1884. J. H. P. 
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ACT L 

SGKNE iM^The Royal Palace. 

Enter Rochester and Ladt Clara, r, 

Xody C Yes, my lord, her majesty Jwill have It, 
that jou are the chief cause of the king's irregularities. 

Roch, Oh, 1*11 warrant it ; and of his not loving her, 
too->i8 it not so ? 

Lady C. I did not say that ; but, in truth, my Lord». 
year continual jests oa the married state — 

Roch, Heaven bless it ! 

Ladjf C. Your continual ridicule of married men— 

Rock, Heaven'help them ! 

LadyC. Your licentious example, and still more li- 
centious poetry — 

Rodi, What's -coming next ? 

Lady C, All these, I say; make you the most dan- 
gerous of men. 

Rodi, Dangerous ! My dear Lady Clara, you make 
me vain. 

Lady C. It is well known that you are the king's 
prime companion in all his excesses. 

Roeh, What, is my loyalty to be made my reproach? 
Mast I not stand by my monarch in all his moods ? 
Would you have me weep when my sovereign laughs t 
Would you have me whine when my sovereign calls 
for a jolly song ? No, no, my lady, that might have 
done in the days of the Roundheads ; but times are 
altered. We have a merry monarch to reign over us — 
A merry monarch makes a merry court; — so God save 
the jovial king, and send him boon companions. 

Lady C. [Laughing,"] I see it is in' vain to reason 
wiA you. 

R0ch. Then give ovei the attempt. Let us talk of 
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something of a nearer and a dearer interest — of your 
merits and my most ardent flame. 

Ladjf C. Ah me ! I fear, like many other of your 
flames, i% wiU but end in sinpke. You talk of being 
desperately in love, what proof have you ever given t 

Rock, What proof? Am I not ready to give the 
greatest proof that man can offer — ^to lay down this 
sweet bachelor life, and commit matrimony for your 
sake? 

Lady C. Well, this last, I must say, coming from 
a Rochester, is a most convincing proof. I have 
heard tfou out, listen now to me, [Rochester bows,'\ 
If, by your ascepdancy overlie king, you can dis- 
gust him with these nocturnal Tambles, and bring him 
back to reason — 

Roch, Your ladyship forgets one.ofmy talents. 

LadpC, Which is it? 

Retk, That of getting myself banished two or thire«* 
times a y^r. 

Lady C. And if the woman you profess to love 
should' offer to partake your exile ? — 

Rock. I ara a lost man— I surrender. That last shot, 
reached my heart. 

* Lady' C, [SiglUng*] Ah. my lord— if that heart 
were only nforth your head ! Well, is it agreed ?. 

R(»eh, It is your will — I undertake the saeriflce>-<but, 
madam, bear in mind my recompense. 

Lady C, You may hope for every thing. Adieu, 
my lord, i how beg4n to believe in* your fiassion, 
since you are willing to make a sacrifibe to it, even of 
^owfoUkfi. [BxH^ R. 

Rorh. {^Al<me,'\ A pretty task T have undertaken, 
fru(y! I^— Rochester *--become reformer! And, then, 
the convert Iliaveto work upon ! Charles, who glories 
in all kinds of rambling frolics ! True,^ he has Had 
none but pleasant adventures as yet. If I should 
triek him into some ridiculous dilemma? My whole 
IKb* has been a tissue of follies, and I am called a 
man of wit. I am now to attempt a rational act, and 
I shall be called a madman ! Well, be it so — matrimeny 
win be sure to bring me to my senses. 

Enter Edward, languidly, n. 

Rock. Ah ! here comes my young protege — How 
^lowncast he seems ! How now, Kdward, what's the 
natter with you, boy ? 
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Sdw. [Sigki^,] Nothing, my lord. 
Roeh. Good heaTen, what a sigh to heave up nothini^ 
^Htb! Tell me the truth thU instant. Hast thott dared 
te fall in loTe f 

Edw. I hope, my lord, there is uo harm in indulging 
an hcmest attachment. - 

Roeh. An honest attachment ! A young half-iedged 
page about court, who has hardly traed his wings in the 
iwishine of beauty, to talk of an honest attachment; 
Why, thou silly boy, is this.the fruit of all the lessons 
I h«?e given thee 1 

Edw. Did not your lordship tell me, that one of the 
first duties of a page was to be zealous in his devotion 
to the fair? 

jRodk. Tes ; but I told thee to skim over the surface 
of beauty, just dipping your -wings, like a swallow, 
not plumping in like a goose — I told you to hoyer from 
ilower to flower like a butterfly, not to bury yourself 
in one like a bee. An honest attachment I What a ple- 
beian phrase ! There's a wife and seTen children in the 
Very sound of it. 

yBdw. My lord, I know your talent for putting tblngft 
in a whimsical light, but, could you see the objeet of 
my passion — / 

Roeh. Nay, a truce with all description. But who, 
pray, is the object of this honest attachment ? 

BdtD. [^Embarrassed.'l My lord ! 

Roeh. One of the maids of honour, 1*11 be bounds 
who has privately been petting you with sweetmeats, 
and lending you love-tales. 

Etbo. No, my lord, 

Roeh Pray, then, give me some clue. What is the 
name of your beauty ? 

Edw. Her name, my lord, is Mary. 

Rodk. Mary! a very pretty posy*like name^— And 
what sequestered spot may the gentle Mary embellish 
with her presence ? 

Edw. She lives at the Tav... Niay, my lord, 
promisee not to laugh. 

Roehp Come, the residence of this fair on^ 1 

Edw» Why, theq, my lord, she inhabits the tavero 
of the Grand Admiral, in Wapping. 
• Roeh, Usquebaugh and tobacco ! the tavern of the 
Orand Admiral ! — Ha ! ha ! ha !— An honest attaehment 
to some pretty bar-maid ! 
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£<fip. No, my lord, no bar-maid, I asiureyoa. Her 
uncle keeps the tavern. 

Roeh, [Withmoek gravity,! 0\ then she is heiress 
apparent to the tap-room, aDU you no doubt look for- 
ward to rise in th^ state through the digolties of draw- 
er, tapster, aud head-waiter, until you succeed to the 
fair hand of the niece, - and the copper nose of the an- 
cle, and rule with spigot in hand over the fair realms 
of Wapping. You, who I flattered myself would hav« 
made the torment and delight of all the pretty women 
at court, vou to be so completely gulled at the very 
outset, — the dupe of a green girl, and some old rogue 
of a publican ! 

Edw. Indeed, indeed, my lord, you do the uncle in* 
justice. He is a perfectly honest, upright man~au 
old captain of a cruiser. 

Rock, Worse and worse ! Some old buccaneer, tired 
of playing the part of a monster at sea, has turned 
shark on shore. And do you dare to appear in such a 
house with the dress of a royal page ? 

JESdw, Oh I I have taken care to avoid that* I have 
introduced myself into the house as a music-master. 

Boch» And your musical name, gentle sir ? 

Edw, Oeorgini, at your service. 

Roeh. Ha ! ha ! |ha ! very soft and Italianish — 1*11 
warrant this heroine bar-maid will turn out some ua- 
Imown princess, carried off by the old buccaneer land- 
lord, in one of his cruisings. 

Edw, Your lordship is joking ; but^ really, attimes^ 
I think she is not what she seems. 

Roeh. Ha ! ha ! ha I I could have sworn it. But silence 
— I hear his majesty dismount. Run to where j'^our 
duty calls — we'll take another opportunity to discuss 
the merits of this Wapping Princess. 

Edm. [Goes out muttering,'^ There *s many a true 
thing said fh jest. I am certain her birth is above her 
condition. [Exit, l, n^ 

Roeh, I must see this paragon of bar-maids — She 
must be devilish pretty ! The case admits of no delay 
— rU see her this very evening. Hold I Why not ful- 
fil my promise to Lady Clara at the same time ? [Be^- 
eaters appear at door, c] It is decided :-*I*ll give his 
majesty my first lesson in morals this very n'ght. But, 
he oomes 
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Chas, Good day, inylord?<^What, musing ! I never 
"itee thee with that air of grave cogitation, but I am 
-sure there is some mischief devising. 

Roch. On the contrary, I am vehemently tempted to 
'reform. 

Cktu. Reform ! ha ! ha ! ha I why, man, no one will 
-credit thy conversion! Is not thy name a by*word? 
Do not mothers frig^hten their daughters with it, as 
formerly with that of Belzebub ? Is not thy appear- 
ance in a neighbourhood a signal for all the worth}' 
burghers to bar their windows and put their womanl^ind 
under lock and key? Art thou not, in melancholy 
truth, the most notorious scapegrace in the Icingdom ? 

Roch. Heaven forefend that in any thing I should 
take precedence 6f your majesty. 

Chas. But what proof do yoa give of your conver- 
sion? 

Roch, The most solemn — I am going to be married. 

Chas. Married ! And who, pray, is the lady you 
have an idea of rendering miserable ? 

Roch. The lady Clara, 

Chas. The lady Clara ! The brilliant, the discreet,, 
the virtuous lady Clara ! She marry Rochester ! ha I 
ha ! ha ! 

Roch. Ah, my liege, heaven has given her a super- 
abundance of virtues — She will be able to make a very 
virtuous man of me with her superfluity. 
. Chas. Well, when thou art married, I will undertake 
to write thy epithalamium. 

Roeh. Then your majesty may at once invoke the 
Muses. All is settled. [ With great gravity"] As soon 
as the rites are solemnized, I shall quit the court, and 
its mundane pleasures, and retire with my lovely bride 
to my castle at Rochester, under permission of my cre- 
ditors, the faithful garrison of that fortress. 

Chas. What ! is your castle agafn in pledge ? 

Roch, No, my liege, not again. It has ne^verj to my 
knowledge, been exactly out of keeping. A castle re- 
quires a custodian. 

Chas. Ah, Rochester! Rochester! Thou art an 
extravagant dog. I see I shall be called on to pay these 
usurers at last. 

Roch. Your majesty is ever bounteous. I should not 
have dared to solicit, and certainly shall not presume to 
decline. 

r 2 
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ChuM. Hal iia! Tkoawrt an arrant juggler. But, 
to business, — ^where shall we pass the night f 

Rock, [Assuming a serious air.] I must beg yoar 
majesty to excuse me this eveuing — I have an engage- 
ment of a grave and important nature. 

Cluts, GraTe and important ! Thou Hest, Roonefiter, 
and whither does this grave engagement take thee ? 

Roch, To the tavern of the Grand Admiral in Wap- 
pingl 

Chas. I thought it was some such haunt*. And the 
object of this business ? 

koch. A young girl, beautiful as an angel, and vir- 
tuous as a dragon — about whom there hangs a mystery 
that I must investigate. 

Chas. A mysterious beauty! It. is a c<ue for royal 
scrutiny — I will investigate it myself. 

Roch. But, my liege — 

Chas, No buts. Provide disguises. We will go' 
together. [ With mock gravitif'] I like to study human 
nature in all its varieties. There's something of phi- 
losophy in this — one often gets a useful lesson in the 
course of a frolic. 

Roch, [Aside.'i It shall go hard but your majesty- 
shall have one to-night. [^Aloud] Ah, how few, except 
myself, give your majesty credit for your philosophy * 
And yet, by many, I am considered the partaker of your 
majesty's excesses ; and should any disivgreeable adven- 
ture be the result.— '* 

Chcu. Psha! I take the consequences on m3r6elf. 
Provide two seamen's dresses, a purse of gold well HW^ 
ed, and arrange every thing for nine precisely. Till 
then, farewell. '[£riY, i.. d. 

Roch, I will attend your fiu^esty. So ! the plot is in 
train. This night the lesson. To-iaorrow iny disgrace. 
Within eight days my marriage, and then, at my leisure, 
to repent and to reform. ^ {_BicUf l. &•. 

SCENfi U.^OmMde of Copp's Tdhern, ike Orand 
Admiral. — A'tieto of the Thames and Wapping. 

Enter MxRvfrom the House y L. in the flat. 

{Voices within."] Wine! wine! house!— waiter!— 
more wine, ho ! Huzza ! huzza ! huzza ! 

Jforjfh What a wAwe those sailors make in the bur 
raom«--H»etlHngbut singing, and laughing, and shouting. 
I should like to take a peep at them— but no — my uncle 
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forbids me to show myself in the public rooms: he 
scarcely lets me be seen by the guests— he brings me up 
more like a young lady than the niece of a tayem keeper-— 
[ WuUcM €ib(mt restless,^ Heigho ! what a tiresome long 
day ! what shall I do with myself? what can be the 
matter with me ? I wonder what can keep Mr. Georgin- 
away ? For three days he has net been here to give me 
a lesson — ^no matter \_P€evi8hli/] — ^I don't car&— I shall 
forget all my singing; that's certain : he was just teach- 
ing me such a pretty song too — all about love. I'll try 
it — [Attempts to Wnjr]— no, I can't — it's all out of my 
bead —well, so much the better ! I suppose he is teach* 
iog.it to some fine lady scholar — let him, I don't care— 
I don't belicTe he'll find her so apt a scholar. 

SONG. 

Oh ! not when other eyes may read 

My heart upon my cheek. 

Oh ! not when other ears can hear 

Dare I of love to speak — 

But when the stars rise from the sea. 

Oh then I think of thee, dear love ! 

Oh then I think of thee. 

"When o*er the olives of the dell 
: The silent moonlight falls, 
And when upon the rose, the dew 
Hangs scented coronals, 
And buds close on the chesnut tree. 
Oh then I think of thee, dear love ! 

Oh then I think of thee. 

Enter Copp from the kouse^door infiat* 

' Copp, What, Mary, my little blossom, what cheer} 
what cheer? Keep close, my little heart— why do you 
stir out of port ? Here be cruisers abroad. 

Marjf. Who are those people, uncle, that make such a 
noise ? 

Copp, Two he&rty blades — ^mad roysters— oons how 
they drink. I was obliged to part company, old cruiser 
as I am, or they would soon have had me on my beam 
ends. 

Mary. Are they sailors, uncle ? 

Copp, To be sure they are: who else would fling 
about mone^ as they do, and treat a whole bar-room ? 

b3 
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The tallest in particular is H very deiril. Hollo, Captath 
dopp, cries he every minute, another bottle to tteat my 
^brother tars. 

Man/, By their swagl^rtiig Hbout so, they must be 
,tery rich* 

• Co^p. Pho, child, 'tisn*t the deepest laden ships that 
^nake the most rolling. 

Mary. But they ^eod their money so freely. 

Cfl^. A sure sign that it*s ruanin^ out. The l6ng«sff 
cable must ceme to aii end. He that pays out fiistest, 
will soonest be brought up with a round turn. 
. Mary* To what ship do they belong 1 

Copp. That's more than I ban ^ay. Suppose they're 
a couple of man of war's men just paid off, who think 
they 'ye a Spanish mine in each pocket'-'[SAoii< of 
laughter from l. in fiat door within,'] Ah, the jolly 
tars ! I was just the same at their age. 

^lary. I should tike to have a look at them. 

{Going up, 

Copp, Avast th6r6->~what, trust thee in the way of 
two such rovers ? No, fto, i recolUct too well what it 
was to get on shord aftef a long voyage. The jfirst 
glimpse of a petticoat^- whew ! up boarding f>ikes and 
grappling i^ons 1^-^Recolteeting himself.] A hem — no, 
no, cnild, mustnH venture in these latitudes. 

Mary. Ah, my good uncle^ you are always So careful 
of roe. 

Copp. And why not ? What else have I in the whole 
world to care for« or to care for me ? Thou art all tha|*8 
left to me but of the family fleet-^a pooir slight little 
pinnace. I've seen the rest, one after another, go down ; 
it shall go hard but 1*11 convoy thee safe into port. 

Mary. 1 fear I give you a great deal of trouble, my 
dear unofe; 

Copp. Thou'rt the very best lass iu the whole king- 
dotn, and f \6te thee as 1 loved thy father, my po<»r 
brother JPhilip ; that's because you're h'U very image. 
To-be sure, you haven't his jolly nose, and your little 
itfouth is but a tool to his. But then, there are his eyes, 
and his smile, and the good-humoured cut of his face — 
[Sf^rAin^r]— poOf l>hilip ! What !— [ Wiping his eyes.] 
Psha ! let's change the subject, because, d'ye see, sen- 
sibility and all that gammon, it does me no good— none 
— so let's talk of something else. What makes thee so 
silent of late, my girl? I've not heard a song t'rotn thee 
these three days ! 
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. Mmrjf* IVs three ^frys since I 're seen my itouslc- 
■iftster. 

Copp. Well, afid ten"t you BiDjer without hiin ? 

Mwr^% Without htm I ean'^t sing well. 

Copp. And what's become of him? 

Mary. [PeeSisMj^.] I can't tell, its very tir^t>me. 
If he (Ud not mean to come agaia, he n^ght have said 
so. 

Cofjpp. Oddsfish, neglect thee- neglect hid duty ! 1*)! 
. break him on the spot* ThoU shalt have another master, 
my girl. 

Mary, [Eagerly »"] Oh-no, on-no aecouBt'; Idaresaty 
. he is not well, some accident has happened. Besides, 
there is no ether teacher in town equal to Mm^ he- sings 
wiUi such feeling. 

Ccyp* Ah! giirl, 'if I had my old messmate, Jack 
Ratlin, here, he^d teach thee to sing. He had a voice*- 
failSi it Wduld make all the bottles dance, and glasses 
jingle <^n the table 1 Talk of feeling 1 Why, when Jack 
would sit of an eyenihg on the capstan when on watch, 
^aoA siitg about sweethearts aM. wives, and jolly taris, 
and trire l^oters^ knots; ^Ad the roaring seas, and all 
that ; smite my timbers, but it %ais enough to melt the 
heart of a ^grampus^ JPeor JTack, he taught me the «nly 
song I ever knew, it's a main gbodone though^*— 

[Singu a Stav€,\ 

In the time of the Rump, / ' 
A« eM Admiral IVulii)!, 
With his broom sTi^ept the chops of the Channel : 
And his crew of Bigbreeches, 
Those Dyicfa sons «f • " ' ■ > v^ . 

Mary* [PnUing her hand on his mouth.'} Oh, uncle, 
tinele, don t sing that horrible rough song. 

Copp* fto.ugh ? that's the beauty of il. It rouses 4>n« 
up, pipes all hands to quarters like a boatswain's call; 
Go in, Mary, but go in at the other door ; don't go near 
the bar : go up to your oWn room, my dear, and your 
musi^.-master will come to you presently, nevea fear. 

[Exit Mary, l. 

Voice nithin. [At. doer in flat ^ a.E. l.] Hollo — 
house ! waiter ! Captain Oopp I another bottle, my 
hearty fellow. 

Copp, There they go again 1 1 can't stand it any 
loader. 1 am an old cruiser, and can't hear an engage-' 
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ment without longing to be in the midst of it. Avast, 
though [^stopping shorfl, these lads are spending too 
much money. Have a care, friend Gopp, don*t sink the 
sailor in the publican ; don't let a free-hearted tar ruin 
himself in thy house— no, no, faith. If they want more 
wine they sliall have it ; but they shall drinlc as mess- 
mates, not as guests. So have at you boys ; it's my 

turn to treat now. 

" In the time of the Rump*' 

lExii Copp into houte, door inJlaU 

SCENE III.— il Room in Copp's House.-^Slairt 
L. s. B. — Two large windows in flat, with shuttert 
closed. 

Enter Mart, l. d. 

Mary, How proYoking this absence of Mr. Georgini ! 
It would be serving him right to let my uncle discharge 
him : but then I should like just to learn that song he is 

teaching me— hark! How my heart beats! Hark! 

I'll wager it's Georgini — 1 have a gift of knowing 
people before I see them — my heart whispers me — 

Enter Edward, ax Gb^jigini, l. d. 

Mary, So, sir, you are come at last, are you ? I ha«« 
supposed you did not intend to come any more, adL 
was about to look out for another teacher. 

Edw. Pardon me for my absence — ^you have no idea 
what I have suffered. 

Mary. [With anxiety, "l Suffered! — ^Have you been 
ill then If 

Edw, Very ill— 

Mary, Indeed ! and what was your complaint t ' 

Edw, {Smiling,'] The not seeing you. 

Mary, [Half piqued^ ha{f pleased,] Mighty fine, 
sir ; it is a complaint that you might have cured in a 
moment. — I have been angry, sir — very angry at your 
neglect— don't smile, sir — 1 won*t be laughed at — 

Edw, Laugh at you ! Can you suspect me of such a 
thing ? — I do but smile from the pleasure of seeing you 
again— nothing but circumstances that I could not con- 
trol caused my absence. 

Mary^ [Sqjtening.] Well, it's very provoking to be 
interrupted in one's lessons just in the middle of a new 
song — I'll warrant you've been teaching it all over town. 

i&w. Indeed I teacli it to no one but yours^f— for 
uo one else can do it such justice. 
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ll«ry. {Smtfiii^.] Na^, dow ycTu are flfttteiriiig<— hftvo 
you brought it with you ? 

Ed». Here it is— if you please, we will sftig it at 
once. 

Mary,. Yes— but — but— don*t Iodic so steadily at roe 
while i sing — it puts me out ; and then — and then--I 
4oD*t know what I*in singing. 

Ed^, What 1—have you fear of me then ? 

Mary. Ofa ! yes ^ I fear that I may not please yoti. 

Ekim. lApart,^ Amiable innoeence!' for the world 
would I not betray thee. 

DUETTO. 

Mary. Loye one day essayed to gain 

- Entrlince into Beauty's bower,\. 
Many a toil, and many a chain. 
Guarded round the precious flower. 

' Edw. But Love laid aside his bow, 
Veil'd his wing, hid his dart, 
Enter'd more than Beauty's bower. 
Enter 'd als<^ Beauty's heart. 

Mary, Hence was the sweet lesson learnt, 
Fond hearts never should despair^ 
Kept with truth, and led by hope. 
What is there Love may not dare ? 

Enter Copp,'a little gay^ l. d. 

Cepp. Aha I master crotchet and quaver, so you've 
cone at last, have you ? What the deuce did you stay 
away for, and let my little girl get out of tune ? 

Edw. Oh ! I have explained all, sir, and made my 
peace. 

Copp. [Crotses to c] Ah, she's a forgiving little^ 
baggAge, and amazing fond of musle--^why she's al- 
ways on the look-out for you an hour before the.time. 

Mary* Never mind, uncle. Are your strange compa- 
nions here still ? 

Copp. Here still ? ay, and likely to stay here>-<ha f 
ha ! ha ! — no getting rid of them ; they're a couple of 
devils, 'of right down merry devils, ha! ha! ha! 
They've flustered me a little, i'faith. 

Edw. You seem to have a great deal of company in 
the hoose, sir ; I'll t^e my leave. 

Copp. You shall taice no such thing — you shall take 
tea with us^ my littlte semibreve, and we'll have a les- . 
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son of music too. Oddsfilh t you.shall give me a les- 
son— >I am confoundedly out of practice, and can*t turn 
my old song for the life of me. {^Begins,'] *^ In the time 
of the Rump** — 

Mary, Never mind the song now, uncle, we must 
have tea first, and Mr. Georgini will help me make it. 

Copp» Ay, faith, and we*U add a bowl of punch and 
a flask of old Madeira to make a set out — my two mess- 
mates in the other room are to be of the party. 

Mary. What, those wild sailors who have been keep- 
ing the house in an uproar ? . 

Copp, To be sure — they're good lads, though they 
have a little of the devil in them. They asked to clink 
the cup with me, and you know I can*t well refuse, by 
trade, to clink the cup with any one. In troth they had 

fut me in such rare good humour— ha ! ha ! ha !— that 
could not refuse them for the life of me. 
Mary. But they are such a couple of harebiraius— 
Copp. Oh I don't be afraid— they are rough, but 
good-natured — sailor-like : besides, am not I always 
within hail ? One of them, I see, is heaving in sight 
already. Come with me, my girl, and help to prepare 
the punch and get the tea — you^ my king of crotchets, 
will stay and receive our guests— make yourself at 
home — i^Sings as he goes.} *' In the time of the 
Rump**— . 

L Exeunt Copp and Mart, r. l. e. up Stairs. 
[ere*s a transformation ! from a court page 
behold me master of ceremonies at a Wa^iping tavern. 
[Starts.'] Good heaven! whom have we here? The 
Earl of Rochester in that rud^ garb ! 

Enter Rochester laughing. 

Roch. Ha ! ha ! ha ! The shouts of those jolly fel- 
lows began to turn my brain— his majesty is in fine hu- 
mour to get into a scrape ; and if he does, to make his 
difiiculUes more perplexing, I h^ve secured his purse, 
so that he cannot bribe his way out of them — Hey I 
Edward ? 

Edw. {Confused.] My lord Rochester — 

Roch. Silence, you rogue ! i am no Jord here, no 
Rochester. I am a seaman— my name Tom Taffrel. 
The king, my messmate, is Jack Mizen. 

Edw, The king with you l — lAside] I see it all— 
he*s aftef Mary — ah! I am lost. 

Roch. Don*t be alarmed, friend Georgini ; none but 
the roost Innocent motives have brought us here — 
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Edn. Innocent motiyes bring you and the k|^g, at 
• Bight, to a tarern in Wapping, 'where there is a beau-' 
tifal girl ? Ah ! my lord, my lord — 

Rock. Nay, to convince you that you have nothing 
to fear, I permit you to remain with usr~\_Aside.^ He 
may assist my scheme — lAloud,'] You must play off 
your character of music>master upon the king. 

Edw, Impossible! His majesty will recognise my 
features. 

Roeh, Psha ! you have not been page a month ; he 
probably has not seen your face three times. But take 
eare how you act ; tne least indiscretion on> your 
part— 

Edw^ Ah! my lord, I am too much interested in 
keeping the secret. 

Rock, That is not all. In whatever situation the 
king may find himself, whatever chagrin he may suffer, 
I forbid you to assist him in the slightest manner. You 
are to see in him only the sailor. Jack Mizen. 

Edw. Should his majesty chance to incur any dan- 
ger, my lord, I can never be passive. In such case, t 
have but one course. 

Roeh, There can be no danger — I shall myself watch 
over his safety. 

Edw. That decides me — I think I apprehend the ob- 
ject, and will obey your lordship. 

Chas. [Without] Yo ho ! Messmate ! 

Roeh. The king approaches— Silence! let each re- 
nime his part»; 

Enter Charles, l. 

€!hM. Yo ho ! Well, messmate, shall we soon see 
this marvellous beauty ? 

Bd^. {Apart.] So- this is his majesty's innocent mo- 
tive. 

Roeh. Peace, friend Jack, here's one of her admi- 
rers — ^her music-master — ^- 

Chas. Ah ! you teach the young lady music, do you? 
[looking earnestly at him.]. Zounds ! how like he is to' 
the page you gave me lately. 

Edw. [Apart.] Ah ! my face strikes him.- 

Roeh. Hum — I can't say I see much resemblance. 
He is taller than Edward, and older, and the expres- 
sion of his countenance is not the same. 

Chas. No, no, not altogether, but there Is a some- 
thfofip— 
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Rack* Why, to tell the truth, the page had a wild 
fellow: for a fathei>''-and, your migesty kaows, lilpB«' 
nesses are stamped at randoKi abont the world some*> 
tiknes. 

Chas, \_Laughing.'] 1 understaQd»-*ddplicate inpres^ 
sions— li^Le eneugh. 

Staircam b. a. e. — Enter Ma-'B-'t andSEBVANT ipith T^a, 
They put the tea-things in order. Tea-kettle boUm^ 

EjiU bfiRVANT. 

Mary, [To Servant.] Set the table in tMs room. 

Chas, [7*0 Rochester.] By heaven^ she's a divinUy I 

^dw. [Low to RocH.] What does he say ? 

Roch, [To Edw.] That yoar ditinity is a devillsk 
fine girl. 

Chas, [to RocH.l Amuse this confounded singing- 
master. 1 wish to nave a diio; with his mistress. Hel( 
only mar music. 

Roch. [To Edward, with an air ofyreai d««{fiec«.} 
My good Mr. Oeorgini, I have something particular to 
say to you — [drawing him to a corner,} Hi» majesty 
[supprestsing a laugh] fancies that you are uncomfort 
able, and requests me to amilse you. -^- 

Edw, Yes, that he may have Mary idl to himself— 
{^drawing near her,] 

Roch, [Drawing kirn back,] Gome, don't be chfldlth.. 
What, you pretend to follow my lessons, and want com- 
plaisance ! 

[Charles has been making advamees^ U> Mart, 
who appears al first a liUle shy,] 

Chas, Do let me assist you, my pretty lass. 
' Mary. Pon't trouble yourself, sir ; Mr. Georglni is 
to help me make tea. 

Edw, [Breaking from Rochbster.-^C^cm^ t» Ma- 
rt.] I am here, madam— what can I do to help yout 
' Chas,»[Puts the kettle as if aceidentetUy against hit 
liand^drily] Take care, young man, y«H may soald 
your fingers. 

' Roch, [Braming Edward badc^ and speaking ^o«v.] 
Why, what a plague, boy, are you doing ? 

[Charles eontitmes to assist Mart, mti^giing 
little gallantries^ and Mundering in atten^pts 
to oxsiM;,] 

l^dw, [Aside and struggling with Rochester*] I 
ihall go mad ! 

Mary, Oh dear, sir^ you're so .kind, you quita pvt 
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me out — [Laughing.'] — ^hey! — you Iwive taken npy hand 
instead of the teapot. I will not say you are awkward, 
sir, hvA reaUy you hare the oddest manner of assisting^ 
— ^nay — let go my hand, I beg. 

Cka9. By Heaven, it is a beautiful one ! 

Mary. Nay, nay — pray, sir [ WUktlrawing her hand 
wUk Smiling confusion,]— -'[Apart,'] Upon my word, I 
don*t see any thing so very rude in these people. 

JSclfv. [Endeavouring to get away from Rochester.] 
Let me {^o, I entreat you ; I can stand this no longer. 

Roch. [Holding him^ and suppressing a laugh,'] 
P^ha \ man, if yoa think to marry, or rise in the world, 
you miist learn to be deaf and blind upon occasion. 

Chas, [In rather an 'uwler'tone to Mart.] And 
bow is it possible so pretty a lass should not be marr 
ried? 

Mary^ Married^-^bless me ! I never thought of such 
a thio^. 

Chas. No ! Aever ? and yet surrounded by lovers 1 

Mttry>, Lovers ! I hav*nH one, sir. 

Chas. Indeed I and what is that young man, fidget- 
tin^ yonder ? 

Nary, He? — he is. my singing-master, sir. 

Chas. And he ^ings to some purpose^ 1*11 warrant. 

Mui^. Deligbtfidly. 

Ckas. And gives you a love-song now and then ? 

Me^ry„ Oh, often, often. 

Ckms. 1 thought so-^he has it in bis countenance* 

Edm* [To Rock] You must let ine go — you see t 
am wanted. 

Re(ch* Upon, my wovd they, are getting on Mnazingly 
well without you. 

Chas* [To Mary.] And so you are fond of music, 
my pretty lass I 

Mary, Qh, I love it of all things. 

Chas. A pretty hand to beat time with [Taking her 
hand*^ 

Mary, Sir^-* [ Withdrawing U. 

Chas. And as pretty a little mouth to warble a love- 
song. I warrant there comes none but sweet notes 
from these lips. [Offers to kiss her, 

Mary, [Resisting.]^Sir^ give over — let me go, sir. 
Mr. Georgini^ — hel^>, help ! 

[£j>WAiui bursts Jrom Rochester, »ho itt laugh' 
ing* At this moment 
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Enter Copp from Stairs r. s. e« with punch, 

Copft, Avast there, messmate ! what the devil, yard- 
arm and yard-arm with my niece 1 

[Charles desists, a tittle confused-^KBTr akd ap^ 
jrroaehes Mary.] 

Mary. [Flurried,] I am glad you are come, ancle 
—this rnde stranger 

Copp, [Takinff her arm, heputs her over to r.] Thun- 
der and lightning — >what 1 insult Captain Copp*s nieoe 
in his own house ! Fire and furies I 

'Chas, [Pretending to be a little gay,"] I insult your 
niece, messmate ? Since when has an honest tar*s kistf- 
ing a pretty girl been considered an insult ? As to the 
young woman, if she] takes ofCence at a piece of sailor 
civility, why I ask pardon, that*s all. 

Copp, [SoftenedJ] Oh, as to a piece of civility, d*ye 
see, that alters the case ; but, guns and blunderbusses ! 
if any one should dare • 

Roeh, [Crosses to Copp.] Come, come, uncle Copp, 
what a plague ! you were a youngster once, and a fro- 
licsome one, 1*11 warrant. I see it in your eye— what 
—didst ever think it a crime to kiss a pretty girl iu a 
civil .way? 

Copp, No, no, in a civil way, no certainly ; I can 
make .allowa < when a lad and a lass, and a bottle, 
come pretty n each other — odds fish — ^you say right, 
at your age was a rattler myself. Come, Mary, 
[Crosses io p. ^ .no harm done, [Mart goes up to table »\ 
Come, lads, take your seats-^ 
[ They seat themselves, Edward attempts to place him- 

se^ by Mart. Charles interferes and takes the 

place, he then tries to sU in the chair on her l^ 

handy which Rochester perceiving prevents by sU^' 

ting there himself-— "Bhwaru sits in the chair on the 

l^t next Rochester.] 
Come, my girl, pour out the tea^rU fill out the punch, 
and we'll have a time of it, i'faith— Come, 1*11 give you 
a joUy song to begin vrith — 

Sings, 

** In the time of the Rump, 
As old Admiral Trump'* — 

Mary, [Apart."] That odious song!— come, uncle, 

Aever mind the song, tftke a cup of tea— [OJ/Mng one. 

Copp. What, drown my song and myself in warm 
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water ? ha ! ha I no faith — not while there's a drop in 
the pranch bowl. 

[Masy kelps Edward and Rocbbster, omitting 
Charles. 

Chag [Low to Marti,'] Am I then excluded ? 

Mary. [Looking down.'\ I thought punch would be 
more to your liking, sir. 

Chas. Then punch be it— Gome, clink with me, neigh- 
boar Copp — clink with me, my boy. 

Copp, Oh ! I'm not proud, I*il blink with any body 
— ^that^s to say, mind ye, when the liquor is good, and 
there's a good fellow in the case. 

Ckas. [Rising,"] Well, here goes — To the health of 
Mary, the fair maid of Wapping. 

Copp, With all ray heart, here's to her health — the 
darling child — Oh ! messmate, there you touch a. soft 
comer of my heart— did you but know how I love, this 
little girl. Psha ! I'm a foolish old fellow, and when 
I haye got punch, and sensibility, and all that on board 
— Come, let's talk of something else. 
: Mary, My dear uncle I 

Ckas, I don't wonder at your loving her, I can't help 
feeling a kind of admiration for her myself— 

[Offering to take ker kand. 

Copp, Softly, shipmate, no grappling^— admire at a 
distance as much as you please, but h»> HiaG, Come, 
my lads, a merry song— 1 love to sing^itiien I drink. 

I [Sings» 

In the time of the Rump, [ >» 
As old Admiral Trump — 

Mary, Not that song, my dear uncle, I entreat — 

Copp. Ah, I recollect— ha ! ha ! my poor song ; ha t 
ha ! — well, well, since you don't like me to sing, sing 
it for me yourself, Mary. [Sign^fieanUy,] I dare say 
yonr master has some pretty love song for you. 

Edw. Oh yes— I have brought one of the latest in 
vogue — one by the most fashionable poet of the day— 
the Earl of Rochester. 

Capp. Rochester? fire and fury — roast Rochester.' 
a rascally rogue ! Rochester ! the devil take Roches- 
ter, and his song too. 

Ckasi Bravo ! Captain Copp— another broadside, old 
boy. 

Bock. Why, what the deuce, neighbour — ^has your 
powder magazine taken fire? Why, what has Rochester 
done to you, to occasion such a terrible explosion ? 

C,2 ^ 
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Copp, WbaVs tliat to you ! Wliat have yon to do 
with my family secrets? Rochester! Bis very name 
makes my blood boil — 

Mary, My dear uncle, be calm. You promised never 
A> speak on this subject. 

Roeh» Why, what connexion can there be between 
you and Rochester ? 

i^^pp. No matter, be has been put to the proof, 
that's enough. [To Mary] Don*t be uneasy — ^1*11 say 
no more about it, my girl. You know me — when I say 
mnin^ that's enough. 

Chas, [Riting^ This affair seems serious — I must 
have an explanation. \^With an air of authority ] It is 
my pleasure— [Coming forward^ a. 

Copp. [RiHng and eoming formard,] Your plea- 
tfllre, quothai'-Mand who the devil are you ? You are a 

Cleasant bl8de% [Sturdily,'] But it*s not my pleasure, 
>ok ye. 

Ckog, [ReeoUecUng kinue^,"] I mean to say, that I 
feel a deep interest in your welfare. 

Copp, [Gruffly,'] Thank ye, thank 'e,— but I am not 
used to such warm frieirds on such short aoquaintanee. 
[Jpart,] I wonder is it myself, or my niece, this chap' 
has fallen in love with at first sight ! 

CAot. (c.) [^imrt to Rochester.] I, am ctirtouA to 
know what t;harge they have against yon. 

Rack, (l. c.) [Apart to Charles.} And soaml^ and 
l*li make this old buccaneer speak plain, before we leave 
him. 

Ch€u. You have misunderstood me, friend Copp, I 
am no defender of Rochester. I know Mm to be a 6ad 
fellow. 

Copp, (a. c.) As destitute of feeling as a 8tock*fish. 

Sdw. (l.) H« is a great genius, however. 

Copp. He is an evil genius, I know. 

JS'fffir. II« has a very clear head*^ 

Copp. But a very black hekrt. 

Rock, This Rochester is a sad light-headed fellow, 
^t*s nototlous ; but will you have the goodness, my 
blnnt Captain Copp, to mention one heartless act of 
his? 

Copp, [Loudly,] Ay, that I wHl. Is not it a burn- 
ing shame — 

Jfersf. (a.) My dear uncle; yon forget your promise. 

Oopp, Let me alone, girl, let me alone — you've no- 
thing to fear ; I have you under convoy. 

Mioeh, Out with it, what is his crime t 
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Copp. Crime ! Is it not a burning shame, I say, to 
disclaim his own niece — to keep from her every stiver 
of her little fortune, and leave tier to pass her days in a 
tavern, when she has a right to inhabit a palace ? 

Edw. [Eagerlif.'] What do I hear? 

Roch, What, ami is this young woman the niece ? — 
How can that be 1 

Copp, Simply enough. Her father, Philip Copland, 
married a sister of I^rd Rochester. 

Roch. [Apart J] Philip Copland is indeed the name. 

Chas, This is most singular. And this Philip Cop* 
land was your brother ? 

Copp. Ay, but worth a dozen of me — a steady man, 
an able ofllcer, an ornament of the regular navy. I was 
always a wild dog, and never took to learning^ran 
away from school— shipped myself on board a priva- 
teer. In time I became a captain, and returned from 
uy last cruise just in time to receive poor Philip's last 
breath — his sand was almost run out. *■ Brother,* said 
be, *■ I feel that my cruising is over ; but there*s my 
little girl. Take care of her for my sake, and never 
bother the Rochesters again.'— 'Brother,'* said 1, ' it's 
a bargain ; tip us your fist on it, and die in pes^ce, like 
a good Christian.' He grasped my hand, and gave it a 
gentle squeeze. I would have shook his, but it grew 
cold in mine, and poor Phillip was no more ! 

[With great feeling, 

Mary. My dear uncle — [Laying her hand on his 
9haulderj\ 

Copp. [Rousing himself.'] But the girl was left, the 
girl was left; [Embracing her] BX^A-'[Tdking her 
arm under his'l-^Vind I'll keep my word to my poor 
brother, and take care of her, as long as I have breath 
in my body. 

Chas, Well, brother Tom, what do you think of all 
this? 

Roeh. It touches me to the soul. 

Chas. And so you. took home the child ? 

Mary. Oh ! yes : and uiy uncle*s bounty and kind- 
ness have taken care of his poor girl ever since. 

Copp. Oh ! you should have seen what a little 
thing it was, — a little chubby-faced thing of. four 
years old, no higher than that table. Now she*8 a 
grown girl. 

Chas. And you have given her a good education, it 
tppears? 

c 3 
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Chpp, And why not ? What tho* Tfit a dance, that's 
no reason that Mary Copland should be a fool. Her 
father was 'a man of parts. 

Chae. And you have given up yoar voyages foir 
her? 

Cifpp^ To be sufe. Could I have a child running 
after me about deck ? I sold my ship, and bought thi^ 
tav«rn, where I receive none but good fellows, who 
drink, and smoke, and talk to me of Voyages and bat- 
tles all day long. 

dhas. But ambition might have induced you— 

Copp. Ambition ! you don't know me : , ray bnly^ 
■ambition is to marry my niece to some honest citizen, 
«&'d give tiier a dower of one thousand pounds, with 
M much more when old Captain Copp taxes his loiig- 
■nap. 

Roeh, [Apart.'] Generous fellow ! [Aloud,'] Let me 
axiTise you to apply to the Earl of Rochester. 

Edw. Oh ! yes, Ae will provide an honorable match 
for your niece. 

Mary, [Piqited,] Much obliged, Mr. Oeorgini, but 
nobody asked your ndvice. 

Copp. Apply to him !— no— -no — 1*11 have nothing to 
do with the Rochesters. 

Chat. But why not apply to the king himself? 

Copp, Oddsflsh ! they say he is not much better — ^he* 
a wild devil— a great friend of Rochester— «and birds 
of a feathier, you know — 

Chat. [Apart.] Now comes my turn. 

Roth. True enotig1>. Captain Copp, th«y Bay he is a 
roVer-^rambles abbut at night— frolics in taverns. 

Copp. Wbll, let him cruise, so he does not cruise into 
my wfltera. He*8 a desperate rogue among the petti- 
coats, they say — well, I like a merry heart, wherever it 
beats. Charley has some good points, oh, dam*me I 
like Charley ; and if I could but give him a piece of my 
mind — 

Chat. What would, it be, friend Copp ? 

Copp, To keep more in port, anchor himself at home, 
and turn that fellow, Rochester, adrift— there might thee 
be some hopes of him. But, come, 'tis getting late — 
now, friends, it's time to turn out, and turn in— these are 
late hours for the "Grand Admiral— «ome, a parting cup 
[To Mart.] See that the fireH are out, my girl, and al. 
hands ready for bed. 

Mary. I will, but no more drinking, unele. [Going l. 
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Capp, Well, well — no more— <ynly one parting cup. 
Mary, Only one— recollect, you have promised — no 
more. [Exit Mary, l. d. 

Copp, Only this last drop. Gome, my lads, this fare-^ 
well cup, and then you must push your boats. 

Rock. Now to execute my plan, [making signs that 
the King will pay.'] Hist, Captain Copp ! [whispers 
while Charles is drinking^] 
Copp. Ay, ay, all right. 

[Goes up to n. of (able and sits. 

Roeh, [ton to Edward.] Follow me quietly — I've 
something to say to yon. [Apart^ and chuckling as he 
goe» out,] Now, brother Jack, I think you'll soon find 
yourself among the breakers ! 

[Exit, followed by Edward, l. d. 

Copp. Now, messmate, let's square accounts — [hand' 
ing a paper] here's a note of your expenses — ^you see 
1 charge nothing for the last two bottles <- nor for the tea^ 
table — ^that's my treat. 

Chas. [looking over the paper,] Um ! wine — punch— 
wine— punch— total five pounds ten — a mere trifle. 

[Rises. 

Copp. [Coming ddwn]iyo you call that a trifle ? — Gad, 
tiessmate, you must have made good prizes in your last 
eViiise — or you've high wages, mayhap. 

Chas. [laughing.] Ay, ay, I'm pretty well paid — 
Here, Tom Taffrel, pay Copp's bill, and let's be oflf. 
[looking round] Hey— where is he ? 

Copp. Oh I he Went off in a great hurry — he said he 
had to be aboard ship, but that you would pay the bill. 

[Goes up to table again. 

Chas. With all my heart. [Apart] It's odd that he 
should leave me alone — ^my raillery has galled him. 
Poor Rochester, [laughing] how ill some people, take a 
joke ! [feeling in his pockets] Five pounds ten, you say. 

Copp. J«st'SO^-^flve pounds ten. 

Chas* [Searching in all his pockets.] Well I this is 
the oddest thing — I am certain I^ had my purse. 

Copp. [Apart.] My neighbour seems rather in a 
4|iiaiidary. 

Chas, {.Feeling more eagerly.] Some one has picked 
my pocket. 

Copp. Avast there, friend — ^none' but honest people 
frequent the Grand Admiral. 

Chas. All I know, is, that one of these honest people 
Must have taken my purse. 
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Copp. Come, come, messmate— I am too old a cruiser 
to be taken in by so shallow a manoeuvre — I understand 
all this — your companion makes sail — you pretend to 
have been robbed — ^it*s all a cursed privateering trick- 
clear as day. 

' Chaa, Friend Copp— if you will wait till to-morrow, 
I'll pay you double the sura. . 

Copp, Double the sum! — thunder and lightning! 
what do you take me for ?— Look ye, neighbour, to an 
honest tar in distress, my house^and purse are open — to 
a jolly tar who wants a caper, and has no coin at hand, 
drink to-day and pay to-morrow is the word — but to a 
sharking land lubber, that hoists the colours of a gal- 
lant cruiser, to play off the tricks of a pirate, old Copp 
will show Iiim his match any day. 

Chat. A land lubber ? 

Copp. Ay, a land lubber. D*ye think I can*t see 
through you, and your shallow sailor phrases. Who the 
devil are you ? — none of the captains know yoa— what 
ship do you belong to ? 

Chat, What shipt why to — lo^[Apart] what the 
deuce shall I say ? 

Copp. A pretty sailor, truly — ^not know the name of his 
ship — a downright swindler — a barefaced impudent 
swindler-^comes into my house, kicks up a bobbery, 
puts every thing in an uproar — treats all the guests — 
touzles my niece — and then' wants to make off without 
paying. 

Ckas. {Apart.] How shall I get out of this cursed 

scrape?— Oh, happy thought! my watch [AlowLI 

hearkee. Captain Copp— if I haven't money, may bo 
this will do as well-— what say you to my watch as 
pl«*dge ? 

Copp. [Taking the nxUch.] Let me see it— um— large 
diamonds— [SAai^m^ his head."] 

Chas. [GaUy.] Well — ^that's worth your five pounds 
ten — hey ? 

Copp. Um— I don*t know that : — if the diamonds are 
JaUe^ it is not worth so much — if real^ none but a great 
lord could own it—[turning quick toAtm]-^howdid you 
come by this watch? 

Chas. It*s my own. 
. 'Copp. Your own ! A common sailor own a watch set 
with large diamonds ! IMl tell you what, messmate, it*s 
my opinion as bow you stole this watch. 

Chas, Stole it?— Give back my watch, fellow, ojr 

rii 
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Cepp, Soirtlyt my lad, keep cool, or 111 have you laid 
by the heels in a twinkling. [Crosses to fc. 

CMat. [Apart.] What a bull-dog ! Well, sir, what 
do you iniend to do ? 

Copp. Lock you up here for the present, and have 
yoti lodged in limbo immediately. 

Chas. Will you not listen to reason ? 

Copp. [Gmng.'\ Yes, through the key-hole! [From 
the door.} You* shall have news of me presently, my 
fine fellow. [Exit, l. 

Chas. Was ever monarch in such a predicament ? — a 
prisoner in a tavern. What is to be done ?— This Copp 
seens a man of probity ; suppose I avow myself to him ? 
Um ! will he credit me, and will he keep the matter se- 
cret. This sturdy veteran may be an old cruiser under 
^e Commonwealth : if so, what have I not to appre- 
hend? Alone — unarmed at midnight [Shciking his head]. 
Charles ! Charles ! wilt thou never learn wisdom ? [A 
noise oj unlocking tht door, l.] Hark ! someone comes. 

Enter Edward and Mary, l. d, armed. 

Mary. Place yourselves outside and guard the pas- 
iages. 

Cfhas. Tliey ai^ placing sentinels. 

Edm. [Apart] The earl has given me my lesson : no 
mnching. 

Mary. I am aA-aid to go near him. I wish my nncle 
had not set us this task. — [Mart is armed with an old 
eutlas, Edward with along rusty pistol or carbine], 

Edw. Be not afraid, I am here to defend you. 

Chas. [Advancing.] What ! my pretty Mary in arms f 

Mary. Ah, dott*t come near me! What a ferocious 
rnffian it is. 

Chas. [Gallantly.] Was that delicate hand made to 
grasp so rude a weapon ? 

Edfp. [Low to Mary.] Doti't let him touch your 
hand, or you are lost. 

Mary. [Drawing back.] He does not look so very fe- 
rocious neither. Fie, sir, fie ! ^hat, steal the jewels of 
the crown ? 

Chas, Is it then known already ? 

Mary^. Yes, indeed, all is known. My uncle took 
the watch to our neighbour, the jeweller, who knew it 
instantly. It belongs to his royal majesty himself. 

Chas. Confusion ! 

Edm% [hitW io Marv.] You hear he confesses. — 
^^Alomd.] Well, Captain Copp will be here presently 
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doop.] I feesometbing in the offings ; we may overhaul 
him yet. Come aloog, aU hands to the ehasa ! Get to 
your room, Mary, there's no knowing what might 
happen if this pirate should fall fbul of you ag^in. 
Come along — away with you all — divide at the street 
door—scour the three passages — I'll show him what it 
is to come in the way of an old cruiser I [Bu«t^e— Copp 
fires off his gwn, out of the window afUr Charljss — • 
Exeunt Mary, h.. The refA ti^^^Cwrtam falls. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE l.-^The Royal Palace. 
Enter Editard, r. in his habit, as a Page. 

i « Ednp. VYe had a hard scramble of it, to get here, and 
dress in time. The king must arrive presently, though 
my li^ht heela have given me a good start of him. Ha I 
htft'hal I cannot help laughing, [Sits.] the* I do it 
' "with* fear and trembling, to think of the confounded 
prank that mad wag, Rochester, has played off upon 
majesty. [Noise withovt,] Hark ! a noise in the king^'s 
private staircase. Softly, then, softly. 

[Seoif himself in an arm-chair at the' door qf the 
King*s chamber ^ and pretends to sleep. 

Enter Charles jfrom Flat, his dress in disorder. 

Chas. Confound the city ! what a journey it is I 

Edw. [Aside.] Especially to foot passengers. 

Chas. I began to think I should never find the palace. 
[Sitting down.] Phew ! I shall not forget this night in 
a hurry. Forced to escape like a thief — to risk my neck 
from a window — hunted about the streets by that old 
buccaneer and his crew ! Egad ! I fancy I can bear old 
' Copp*s voice, even now, like a huntsman giving th« 
view-halloo, as I doubled about the mazes of Wapping. 

Edw. [Aside, and suppressing a laugh.] A royal 
kiint, truly ! 
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Cha$, Well, thank fortune, I am safe at home at last, 
•nd seen by bobody but my confidential valet. 

Edw, [Agide^l And the most discreet of pagoi. 

Chas. [Seeing Edw.] So, the page already in wait- 
ing. The more I look at him, the more he reminds me ' 
of that knowing young blade, who gives the pretty 
Mary lessons in love and music. Deuce take him I he ' 
is exactly in the door-way of my chamber. . So, so ! , 
Lady Clara coming ! Oh, then, ^IPs over. 

[RetirsMupaUtUe ' 

Enter Ladt Clara, r,. goei to Edward, l. 

Ladjf C. What I asleep at this hour, Edward? 

Edw, I beg your pardon, my lady— 1 am waiting his ^ 
majesty's rising. [Removes chairs, ' 

Ladif C. You will come and let the queen know when 
the king is visible. [Perceives Chas.J Heavens ! your * 
majesty in this dress ? 

Chas. Good morning. Lady Clara— 1 wish I may die 
If I know how to turn the matter off. 

Ladjf C 1 ask your majesty's pardon ; but really, 1 
cannot help laughing— So odd a dress ! 

Chas, [Affecting an tmembarrassed air.} What I it 
amuses you, ha! ha! My regular morning drefs, I 
assure you. I have taken a whim for gardening lately, 
and, every morning, by day-light, I am on the terrace. 

Slanting, transplanting, training. Oh ! you should see 
ow busy I aft, particularly among the roses. 

Lad$f C. I have no doubt your majesty has an eye 
for every fresh one that blows. But, how quiet you 
have been in these pursuits ! 

C^kas. One does not want all the world to know of 
one's caprices. 

Lady C, How can your majesty call such an inno- 
cent occupation by such a name ? How happy the na- . 
tion whose sovereign has a taste so pure and simple \ 

Chas, But what has procured me the pleasure of see- 
ing your ladyship so early. ' 

Lady C. The queen, sire, knowing how deeply you 
were immersed in affairs of state last night — 

Chas. Why, yes, in truth, I had a busy night of it. -. 

Lady C, She sent me to inquire how your majesty 
had slept. 

ChoM, Very restless — ^very restless — I tumbled and 
toflsed about sadly. 

Lady C. Ah ! why does not your majesty take more' 

D 
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care of yoursel ? You devote- yourself too much to 
your people. This night-work will be too much for 
you. 

CItas, Why, yes, if it were often as severe as last 
night. 

Ladp C. Indeed, your majesty must give up tb^se 
midnight labours to your ministers. 

Chas. [Aparl.'\ To my ministers, ha ) hfi I Sgad t 
I should like to see old Clarendon and Ormond hob or 
nobbing with uncle Copp, struggling for kisses with 
Mary, and scouring the lanes of Wapping a^ full speed. 
[AlotkdJ] Well, my Lady Clara, have you any thing 
further to communicate 1 

Lady C, Might I presume, I have a favour to request 
of your majesty. An author, in whose cause I take a 
warm interest, has offended a person high in power, and 
is threatened with a prosecution. 

Chas. The blockhead ! let him write against me only, 
and they'll never trouble him. 

Lady C. His pardon depends upon your majesty — 
would you but (leign to sign it ! 

Cha^. [Taking paper.'] Lady Clara, you look amaz- 
ingly well this morning — I can refuse you nothing. 
[Siffns the paper,"] And now to make my toilette. 
iCrosses to l. — Aside.] Safe at last I she suspects 
nothing. [Eocit, l. d. 

Lady C, {Smiling.] I{e thinks he has deceived me. 
Oh, these men ! these men ! how they will impose upon 
us, easy, simple, knowing women ! \To EDVirARO.j A 
person from the city, with a young girl, desires to speak 
with his majesty — you will permit them to await him 
here, I will myself conduct them. [Exit. 

Edward, alone* 

This should be Captain Copp : In his blunt honesty 
he determined to bring the watch himself to the king. 
But why his niece ? No doubt, to let her have a signt 
of the palace. Here they come, sure enough. Now for 
another puzzle about my physiognomy. 

[Retires up a littie, l. s. b. 

Enter Copp and Mary at the back-door flat, the two 
Berf-eaters oppose their entrance. 

Copp, Oddsiish I I never knew such a piece of work 
»b get into a house before. If that good-lookipg gentle- 
woman had not seen us from the window, and taken our 
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part, banir me, if I ddii't thlfik they .^ould hkye turn*d 
us adrift. 

JStffT. [itfparf .] So ! I suspect Lady Clara is in the 
plot. [ReUr€9 l. u. b 

Mar^. What beautiful rooms ! 

Cfapp, Gingerbread fioery ! 1 \couId not change the 
bar-foom of the Grand Admiral fbr the best of them. 
But, what a bother to give a watch back, to the righf 
owner! Why, there's no Bnding the king in his own 
hoBse. Now, for my part, I always stand on the thresh- 
hold, and if any one conies, there's my hand. Tip us 
yoin' bbne« says I, aitd make yourself welcome. That's 
what I call acting like a i^ing of good fellows. . 

Mary, Oh, uncle, I hare always heard say, that the 
king is yery kind and affable; and, I dare say. when 
yon band him back his watch, he -v^ill behare with ge- 
nerosity* 

Copp, Generosity ! Why, dost think, girl, I'd take a 
reward? No, no ! They say Charley's not overstocked 
with the shiners, I want none of tli'em. To be sure, he 
may do the civil thing~^he may ask us to stay, and take 
pot-luck, perhiips. 

Mary, Pot-luck, undo ! 

Ospp. Ay, in a friendly way, d'ye see ? And I don*t 
care if I did, if it il^ere only to see how royalty messed. 
But, where the deuce is the king to^be found? Oh! 
yonder i^ a fine g^merack young gentleman, who, per- 
haps, dan tell us — I'll hfail hlm^ Yo-ho ! messmate ! 

\Exit^ kaUoifinff c^fter Edward, i^. s. e. 

Mary, What a beautiful place this is I But, without 
content, grandeur is not to be envied. The humble, 
and the good, may be as happy in a cottage as a palaco, 

AIR. 

Not in the pictured halls, 
Not amid marble walls 

Will young Love dwell. 
Love's home's the heart alone, 
That heart, too, all his own, 

Else, Love, farewell ! 

J^filer Copp, L. u. B. pulling in Edward, who triet tohidt 

hisjace, 

C^pp^ Come along, young man — don't be so bashful 
—you needn't mind us. 

» 2 



38 CHABLB8 . TH8 SECOND. [aCT II. 

S4n. IMde.} LetmepntonasteadyfacM— [ilZoMtf.] 
Yott come to speak to his majesty ? 

Mary. Yes, sir, we come— >[:<l|iarf.] . Dear uncle, 
those featares — how my heart beats ! . 

Copp, {Supporting her,^ Why, what ails thee, my 
girl ? 

Edw. Is any thing the matter with the young lady ^ 
Let me assist her ! 

Capp, Thank*ee, thank*ee, [Putting up hit ellHm,'] 
young gentleman. But, by your leave, if you please. 

Mary. Did you ever see such a resemblance, uncle ? 

Capp. .[Looking at Edward,] Oddsfish 1 he is like, 
indeed ! But it can't be him. 

Mary. I like Mr. 6eorgini*8 face better— It is more 
animated. 

Copp. DonH talk to me of that Georgini. Didst not 
tell me, he took a ring of that landrj^irate ? And then to 
disappear so suddenly. 

Mary. How can you suspect him, uncle ? The most 
honourable, the most upright ! I dare say he only took 
it to keep it for the right owner. 

Edw. [Apart.'] Dear, confiding Mary I 

Copp. That ring should not have remained in his hand 
a single molnent. It may bring suspicion on my house 
—on my character. Fire and fbry ! if I catch him— 

Mary. No swearing in the king*s palace. 

Copp. That's true; I should not swear. But, that 
old Captain Copp, whom eyery body knows to be ho- 
nest, should have such tricks played in his house. 
Thunder and light*ning ! 
. Mary. My dear uncle ! 

Copp. Well, well, true, no swearing. But what keeps 
the king so long 1 

Edw. I think I hear him. Step into that apartment — 
a lady will introduce you. 

Copp. Ah ! the same that I saw at the window— *Tery 
well. But, I say. Mister, don't keep me waiting. Just 
hint to the king, that I'to no time to lose. Tell him, 
there's a launch at Wapping to-day— busy times at the 
Grand Admiral. 

Mary. Let us retire,^ uncle. I dare say we shall be 
sent for in good time. 

Copp. Very well, very well. But, do think of the 
Grand Admiral — all aback for want of me. If the king 

loses his watch again, the devil take me Oh! I 

forgot — I mustn't swear in the king's palace. 

[Ejieunt Copp. and Mart, r 
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Bdnf, This will be tt whimsic&l coart presentation 
truly ! His majesty's perplexities are net yet oyer. 

Enter Charlbs tii hU riding dress, l. 

Chas, Has Rochester appeared ? 

Edw. Not yet, sire. 

Chas, [^Apart.'\ What could be his motiTO for the 
cruel trick he played me ? 

Edw. Vonr majesty asked for Lord Rochester ; here 
he comes with Lady Clara. [Retires up Ri 

Enter Rochester and Ladt Clara, r. 

Rock* May I Tenture to ask, if your majesty has 
passed a comfortable night ? 

Chas» Indifferent, my lord — [Zoir, to Aim.]*-^Traitor 1 

Lady C* [SmUing.'i I understood his lordship had 
assisted, your majesty in youriabours. 

Roch. N<»t throughout, my lady. An accident 
obliged me to leave his majesty in rather a moment 
of perplexity. 

Chas. {AnyrilyJi Yes, his lordship left the whole 
weight of— business— upon my shoulders. 

iSfch, I doubt not your majesty got through with 
your usual address. . 

Chas, [Apart '\ Perfidious Tarlet I [Aloud,"] My 
lord, yon wilL please to present yourself in my study at 
two o'clock. I have something particular to say to 
you. 

Rock, Deign to dispense with my attendance, sire. 
I quit London in a few moments for my estate, as t 
raeHtioned yesterday. I am a great offender. It is 
time to exile myself from court, and turn hermit. 

Chas. [Harshly*] I approve the project ; but will 
take the liberty of choosing your hermitage myself. 

Roch. [Low to Lady Clara.] The king is furious 
against me. 

Lady C, Courage, my lord — all will end well. 

Copp, [ Without.] What the devil is the meaning of 
thifi^? Am I to be kept here all day ? ^ 

Chas. What uproar is that ? 

Lady C, Oh ! two persons, whom I met this morn- 
ing, seeking ^ speak with his majesty, on some per- 
sonal concern. As I know him to be so aceessible to 
the people, I undertook to present them. 

Cihas, Just now it is impossible. 

D 3 
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. Latty C I am Tery * sorry, MpeciaUy on the young 
giTVa account. 

Chat. A young girl, did you say ? 

Ladif C. Beautiful as an angel ! 

Chas, O ! since you take such interest in her, lady 
Clara— [To Edward.]— Show them in. [Retirei up. 

Enter Gopp and Mart,. r« 

Bdw. [Preceding them."] Come in— his majesty con- 
sents to hear you. 

Copp, I*ni taken all aback — ^my courage begins to 
fail me. 

Mdry. What hare you to fear, my dear uncle? 
[Mart keept her eyee modedly eati donm, 

Copp. Fear ! it isn't fear, look ye. But, somehow, 
I neTer fell in with a king before in all my eruisings. 

Chat, [AparW] Copp and his niece I here's a pretty 
rencontre. [Swfiifiioiiiiij^ %p digndtig, 

Copp, Well, T suppose I must begin. OddsflsK \ I 
had it all settled in my head, and now, the deuce a word 
can I muster up. 

Mary. Come, uncle, courage ! I never saw you so 
cast down before. 

Chat, \Apart.^ I hope he will not recognize me. 

Roeh, [Lqw to Ladt C] Is not my niece a pretty 
lass? 

Lady C, She is, {ndeed, my lord ; yon may be proud 
of her. 

Copp, Well, then, what I had to say is this. [Loir.] 
Hey. Mary, what is it I had to say ? 

Mary, Relate simply what passed. 

Copp. Right, my girl, right. But odosfish I I feel 
so queer, 1*11 be hanged if I can look him in the face. 
' Mary It would not be respectful to stare at' his 
majesty. [Keept her eyet modetUy caH down. 

Chat, What is your name, my good friend? 

[To Copp. 
. Copp. Copp, at your seryice ; that is to say, Cop- 
land, or Captain Copp, as they call me. And here's 
Mary, my niece, who, though I say it, is one of the 
best girls. 

[WhUe talking helookt donm and Jnmblet nfitk 
hit cap. 

Mary. But, tbat*s not the point, uncle. 

Copp, Eh! true, very true, always keep to the point, 
like a good helmsman. First and foremost, then, you 
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mnflt know,: my lord — ^wfaen I say my lord, I mebo yovr 
mijesty. 

ChoM. {Apart^y KgtA, he's as much puzzled as I 
waa, to giYe an account of myself. 

dpp, [Still looking down] In finis — you must know, 
prima, then, that 1 command, that is to say, I keep the 
Grand Admiral, as honest a tarem as your majesty 
would wish to set your foot in— none but gdod company 
ef er frequent it, excepting when a rogue or so drops in, 
in disguise^last night, for instance, a couple of *scape 
gallows knayes, saying your majesty's presence — Ah ! 
if I could only lay eyes on them again— I should know 
*em, wherever I saw *em— one in particular had a oon* 
founded hanging look-r-a man about the height of — 
{Ejfeing Rochbstbb, stopt short.] Maryl Mary! if 
there isn't one of the yery rogues ! 

Marjf, My dear uncle, hush, for heayen's sake I 
{^Apart.] That wine is still in his head. 

CkoM, [Apart.] Rochester's face seems to puzzlo 
him. 

Oopp, 1*11 say no more ; for the more I look [Loir to 
MautJ dash my buttons, if it isn't himself. 

Mary.- Hush, 1 intreat you-^l will speak for you— 
\Take9 kU,plaee^ her em eliU modeUly catt down,] 
My uncle has thought it bis dnty to inform your majesty, 
thattwo strangers came to his' house last night, and 
after calling for a great deal of wine, were unable to 
pay, and went off, leaving a valuable watch in pledge, 
which has proved to belong to your majesty. 

[RocBBSTsa and Last Claba in bffeplay^ejcpr^u 
great delight at the manner q/'Mart. 

Copp» [Apart, rubbing hie hands.] Oh I bless her 1 
she talks like a book. 

Roeh, [ To Lady C] Does not my niece tell her little 
story with clearness and simplicity. 

iMdp C. Charmingly t she has quite won my heart. 
. Mary. My uncle being an honest man, has brought 
the watch to your majesty. 

Copp. Yes, by 8t. Oeorge, and he>^ it is. The 
sharpers, to be sure, have run off with five pounds ten of 
my money, but that's neither here nor there. I dcfti't say 
that, because I ^expect you to pay it, yoa know. In 
short, without more palaver [Crosses to Chaales, and 
gives U] here's the watch — [Glancing at the king, stops 
short, and gives a long whistle] whew ! [Treads si^ly 
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tecir]^[IiO# i» MjrBrr.} SMte my timbert ! if it benH 
the other rogue ! 

Ihiry. Wkat sils yon, unde? surely, you are losing 
your senses to speak thus of his majesty ! 

Ckifp, [Law %oker,'\ M&jesty, or tio majesty, I*li put 
my hand in tiie fire on*t he*s the other. 

Gkaa^ The ivatch is certainly mine. 

hady C. Your majesty's-? 

[iSmUing signiJieattUy at RocBcstem. 

Roeh. {4ffeciing oHonUkiMtlt,} Your majesty's ' 
iratch ! 

Cha9. Eyen so ; and I might haTe lost it, l^ut for this 
man's honesty. I shall be mor^ on my guard in future. 

[Looking t^nlff at Roghbstee, 

Mary* [Lpofelii^ a^ Chabum anil Rochester.] The 
voice and the face are astonishingly alike. But it it 
impossible. 

Copp, [Rapping hiU foreheadtl I hate it— I see ho# 
it is. [Lorn to Mart.] We*t« made a pretty kettle of 
fish of It. The king, you know, is said to cruise at 
might under fklse coiours. 

Mary, Mercy on me t what will beeomfe^of ils? 

Copp^ [To Mart.] Ijet me alone; I se6 it's ail a 
mA8<|aerade frolic. [Suppt^nin^ a laiitghJ] FlI settle it 
alK [Alomd,'\ Your majesty will not be ai^iY with my 
Httle.fool of a niece. The two strangers itaiight be very 
wnrlS^y people^: many a man has* a gallows look, and iH 
afih hones* fellow for all that; The t^uth is, they were a 
brace of merry wags. Besides, if I had known for cer- 
tAMV I wouldn't fer the world^ha t ha !-7>beeause, d'ye 
see — honour bright-^mum \ [ Twfning to Mary.] Gome, 
i think I've got you ptetty well out of tiiis scrape, 
hey? 

Lady^ C. I am of your opinion, Captain Gopp. They 
were two sad mad caps. 

Cka$» They merit harsher titles. Lady Clara. One 
•I them: has been, already punished, the other shall be 
presently. [Maken a iign to Rdwa^ra, who bringM for- 
ward a C^aiVy o.] Captain Oopp, 1 am aware' of all 
that passed at your house. [SOs, 

Copp^ Ah ! your majesty knows, that he who crack* 
a Joke must not compbdnr if he should chance to pinch 
hisiingers% 

Gha^^TvBLO^ Captain* But was there ttot question of 
ORoHoohester?. 
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• Cappi X-^Midt.'].Zow[kds I thM's h\9 M^d. This is 
bringing one to close quarters. Why, craving your 
viAJesty s pardon, I did let slip some hard truths abott 
l^m. 

Boch, And do you know him of whom you spdte so 
bluntly ? . 

Copp. xNot I, thank heaven ! But I only said what 
eyery body says ; and what every body says, you know, 
must be true 

Chas. Spoken like an oracle : and did not you say, 
that this. pretty lass was his niece? 

Copp, Ay, as to that matter, 1*11 stick to that, proof 
in hand. Make a reverence, Mary, and no thanks to 
Rochester for the relationship. 

Chiu, I will take care that he shall make a suitable 
provision for his niece, or provide her an honourable 
husband. 

Boch, I can assure your migesty, you only anticipated 
his intentions. 

Copp, Avast there! I donH give up my girl. 
Boeh, But you will choose a match suited to her noble 
famUy? 

Copp, 1*11 choose for her an honest man ; but no ran- 
ticamscout' companion to suit that Earl of Rochester 
yon talk of~^\^Chuckling and winking, '\ To tell the 
truth between friends, and all in confidence, I had a 
match in my eye, a young music-master. -Nay, don't 
blush, girl ; I knew Uiere was a sneaking kindness in 
the case. 

Ch(u, I oppose that match. That young man received 
a ring 'last, night, but has not had the honesty, like 
Captain Copp, to seek the owner. 

[Mary involuntarily springs foinpard to drfend 

Edward against the charge^ which i^nY 

Clara and Rochester observe and smile at, 

Copp, Oddsfish! that's true enough ; he has absconded 

with the ring. 

Mary, [J&m«jr%.] I am a witness that the* ring was 
freely given, and rll pledge my life that he will bring 
it back. 

Lady C, [Aside to Rochester.] Your niece is a 
brave girl ; but I see she has no longer a heart. 

£dw, [Jdvancing,"] He only waited a suitable moment 
tG return it to your majesty - [Kneels and^ presents it. 
<Jhaa, How ! Edwara !— -The resemblance is nolongjsr 
a.«fonder. 
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Cepp, Wbat, little crochet and qoaver! Aha! ha I 
ha ! there's witchcraft in all this. 

Mary, Oh heavens ! Georgin! a gentlemen I Bnt my 
heart knew it. [Copp and Mary go up the Sto^#. 

Chag, It is in Tain, Lady Clara, to attempt conceal- 
ment. Behold the heroes of the adventure. 

[^Risei — ^Edward removes the chair ^ 

Lady C, Pardon me, sire, I knew it all along — t 
was in the plot. 

ChoM, How? 

Lady C. Her majesty, the ^ueen, was at the head 
of it. If the Ea.'l be guilty, it is we who induced fafm^ 
and should undergo the punishment. 

Chas. I understand the whole. But the treachery of 
this Earl I cannot forgive. He shall not obtain my 
pardon. 

Lady C, \_Producing a paper."] It is already ob-^ 
tained. Your majesty, ever merciful, has signed it. 

Ch€u. What ! he, too, is the author for whom yofl 
have interested yourself. Ha ! ha ! ha ! fairly taken 
In at all points. Rochester, thou hast conquered. 
[RocuESTER Arnee^s— Charles and Lady C. retire iqf 

— Copp and Mary come down, 

Copp, [pcusionately,'] Thunder and lightMng ! this 
man Rochester ! come along, girl, come along! 

Chas, What say you, Captain Copp ? What say yon, 
my tiord of Rochester ? Must we not find a husband 
for our niece ? 

Copp, Fair and softly, your majesty— era vhig your 
majesty's pardon, I can't give up my right over my 
little girl. This lord is an uncle -^ I can't gainsay it ; 
but he's a new-found uncle. For my part I have 
bred her, and fed her, and been her uncle all her life, 
haven't I, Mary? 

Chas, Yoiit are right, captain — you alone ought to 
dispose of her. But I hope to propose a match that 
shall please all parties. What think you of my page — 
the masic-master, who broaght back the ring? 

Copp. Your majesty has fkthoraed my own wishes. 

Rock, And mine. 

Edw. And hkine. [Approaching Mart. 

Mary, And— [esrtendin^ het hand^ — and mine. 

Copp. So, hetewe are^ aTT safe in port, after last 
nighrs iquall. OddSfish ! I feel so merry ! my girl's 
provi<fed for— I have nothing now to care for — ^I'lt keep 
o^en house at the grand Admiral— I'll set all my liquor 
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a-tap— -T'll drown all Wappinar in wine ana strong beer 
•—1*11 have an illumination — I'll make a bonfire of the 
Grand Admiral — I'll sing " In the time of the Rump** 
,— [Mary runs down and stops Aim.] 

Chas. Captain Copp, 1 recollect that I am your 
debtor — five pounds ten : accept this watch as a mark 
of my esteem. This ring I reserve for the lovely Mary. 
[Putting it on her finger. "] And now, [Beckoning all 
the characters to the front nith an air of mystery'] let 
me particularly enjoin on all present, the most profound 
secresy in regard to our whimsical adventures at Wap- 
ping. 

Copp, [Clapping his finger to his lip.'\ Honour 
bright !— Mum ! 



THE END 
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13 REMARKS. 

A 

^ The Fair Penitent is the name given to this tra- 

ko gedy, but why it should be so designated, no one 
knows ; for the fair and frail heroine never utters 
one word expressive of contrition, until, with uplifted 
hand, she guides the dagger to her bosom. 

Of all the futhless fair ones, this is the least ex- 
cusable. WIA a husband young, tender, and coura- 
geous ; with such a father and such friends as make 
a virtuous life not only happy but delightful, she 
listens to the addresses of an ignorant and vain 
seducer, and falls unrepentant and unpitied» 

Howe borrowed the materials for this tragedy 
from Massinger's Fatal D<nory ; and as the Fatal 
Dowry will in a few days be added to this collection, 
we will leave our readers to judge how far he has 
adapted the ideas of the illustrious prototype.' 
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SCIOLTO.— ^rple tunic and armhole cloak trlrti- 
Hedwith gold and white fur, white silk hose, black, 
shoes with scarlet puffs. 

. ALTAMONT.— Blue silk sash, black velvet jacket 
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' fcOTHARIO.— Scarlet jacket and. straps, white 
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ROSSANO. — Fawn colour pantaloon shape dress^ 
trimmed with silver and green satin puffs, 'russet boots, 
cap and feathers. 

KRNESTO. — Plain brown shape with green puffs» 

CAL1STA. — White satin dress, and blue satin robe 
tiimmed with silver. — Second dress— Black velvet. 

LAVINIA. — ^White muslin dress with silver trimming. 

LUCILLA. — ^White muslin dress trimmed with cotton 
JnM fringe* 
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ACT I. 
SCENE I. — A Garden belonging to ScioUo^i Palace* 

E^Uer Altamont and Ho^atio^ i.. u. b. 

Alt. (o.) Let this auspicious day be ever sacred. 
No mourtimg, no misfortunes happen on it : 
Let it be mark*d for triumphs and rejoicings ; 
Let happy lovers ever maie it holy^ 
Choose It to bless their hopes and crown their wishes ; ^ 
This happy day, that gives me my Calista. 

Hot, (c.) Yes, Altamont ; to-day thy better'starii 
Are join'd to shed their kindest influence on thee ; 
l^olto's noble haad^ that raised thee first. 
Half dead and drooping o'er thy father's grave,. 
Completes its bounty, and restores thy name 
To that high rank and lustre which it boasted. 
Before ungrateful Genoa had forgot ^ 

The merit of thy god-like father's arms ; 
Before that country, which he long had served "- 
In watchful councils and in winter camps, ' 
Had cast off his white age to want and wretchedness, ' 
And made their court to factions by his ruin. ' 

AU. O, great Sciolto ! O, my more than father ! 
(r. c.) Let me not live, but at thy very name 
My eager heart springs up, and leaps with joy. 

When I forget the vast, vast debt I owe the^ ^ 

Forget ! But 'tis impossible ! — ^then let me 

Forget the use and privilege of reason. 

Be driven from the commerce of mankind, 

Tp wan4er in the desart among brutes, 

'to be the scorn of earth, and curse of heaven I 

Hot, (L. c.) So open, so unbounded was his goodness, 
It reached even me, because I was thy friend. 
When that ^feeX man I loved, thy noble tather. 
Bequeathe thy gentle sister to my arms, 

A3 ■' 
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Hii lastMear pledge and legacy of friendship^ 
That happy tie made me Sciolto's son; 
He callM us his, and, with a parent's fondness, 
Indulged us in his wealth, bless'd us with plenty, 
Heal'd all our cares, and sweeten'd love itself. 

Alt, By heaven, he found my fortunes so abandon* d, 
That nothing but a miracle couldjsave 'em : 
My father's bounty, and the state's ingratitude. 
Had stripp'd him bare, nor left him e'en a grave, i 
Undone myself, and sinking with his ruin, 
I had no wealth to bring, nothing to succour him. 
But fruitless tears. 

Hot* Yet what thou couldst, thou didst. 
And didst it like a son : when his hard creditors. 
Urged and assisted by Lothario's father, 
(Foe to thy house, and rival of their greatness,) 
By sentence of the cruel law, forbade 
His venerable corpse to rest in earth, 
Thou gav'st thyself a ransom for his bones ; 
Heaven, who beheld the pious act, approved it, 
And bade Sciolto's bounty be its proxy. 
To bless thy filial virtue with abundance. 

Alt. [Points L.] But see, he comes, the author of my 
happiness. 
The man who saved my life from deadly sorrow. 
Who bids my days be bless'd with peace and plenty. 
And satisfies my soul with love and beauty. 

Enter'ficiOLTO, l.— >H« rwu <oAi.tamont, andem" 

braces kim» 

8eL Joy to thee, Altamont ! Joy to myself! 
Joy to this happy morn, that makes thee mine'; 
That kindly grants what nature had deny 'd me*. 
And makes me father of a son like thee ! 

AIL My father ! O, let me unlade my breast. 
Pour out the fulness of my soul before you ; 
Show everv tender, every grateful thought. 
This wondVous goodness stirs. But 'tis iiiipoisible. 
And utterance all is vile ; since I can only 
Swear you reign here, but never tell how much.* 

Set, O, noble youth I I swear since first I knew thee, 
Ev'n from that day of sorrows when I saw thee 
Adom'd and lovely in thy filial tears, 
The mourner and redeemer of thy father, 
I set thee down and seal'd thee for my own .* 
Thou art my son, even near me as Calisia. 
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H(vatio and LftTiaia too are mine ; 

[Etnbrace$ Hoeatio. 
All are nry 'children, and shall share my heart. 
But wherefore waste we thus this hapj^y day ? 
The laughing mihutes summon thee to joy, 
And with ;new pleasures court thee as they pass ; 
Thy waiting hride eY*n chides thee for delaying. 
And swears thou com'st not with a bridegroom's haste. 

[^Exit HOBATIO, L. u. £. 

AU. O ! could I hope there was one thought of 
Altamont, 
One kind remembrance in Calista*8 breast, 
The winds with all their wings would be too slow 
To bear me tocher feet. But, O, my father ! 
Amidst^the stream of joy that bears me on. 
Blest as I am, and honour*d in your friendship, 
There is one pain that hangs upon my lieart. 

Set, What means my son ? 

AU, When, at your intercession, 
Last night, Calista yielded to my happiness. 
Just ere we parted, as I seal'd my yows ' 
With rapture on her lips, I found, her cold 
As a dead lover's statue on his tomb : 
A rising storm of passion shook her breast. 
Her eyes a piteous shower of tears let fall. 
And then she sighM as if her heart were breaking. 
With all the tendVest eloquence of love, 
I beggM to be a sharer in her grief : 
But she, with looks averse, and eyes that froze me. 
Sadly reply M, her sorrows were her own, 
Nor m a father's power to dispose ef. 

ScL Away I it is the cozenage of their sex, 
One of the common arts they practise on us, 
To sigh and weep then when their hearts beat high] 
With expectation of the coming joy. 
Thou hast in camps and fighting fields been bred. 
Unknowing in the subtleties of women : 
The Tirgin bride, who swoons with deadly fear. 
To see the end of all her wishes near, 
When, blushing, from the light and public eyes 
To the kind covert of the night she files, 
With equal fires to meet the bridegroom moves. 
Melts in his arms, and with a loose she loves. 

lExeufUf R. 
Enter Lothario and Rossamo, r. 

Lolk, (c.) The father, and the husband J. 
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Aofft. (b. c.) Let them pass : 
They saw us not. 

Loth. I care not if they did : , '^' 

JBre long Iimean to meet 'em face to face, 
And gall 'em with my triumph o'er Galista. 

Ro$s* You loved her once. 

Loth. I liked her, would have married her, 
Bat that it pleas'd her father to refuse me, 
To make this honourable fool her husband : 
For which, if T forget him,, may the ^hame^ 
I mean to brand his name with,' stick on mine. 

Ross, She, gentle soul, was kinder than her father. 

Loth. She was, and oft in private gave me hearing ; 
Till, by long listening to the soothing tale, 
At length her easy heart was wholly mine. 

Ross, I've heard you oft describe her, haughty, in- 
solent. 
And fierce with high disdain ; it moves my wonder. 
That virtue, thus defended, should^be yielded 
A prey to loose desires. 

Loth. Hear then, I'll tell thee : 
Once, in a lone and secret hour of night. 
When ev'ry eye was closed, and the pale moon 
And stars alone shone conscious of the theft. 
Hot with the Tuscan grape, and high in blood. 
Haply I stole unheeded to her chamber. 

Ross. That minute sure was lucky. 

Loth. O, 'twas great I 
I fpund the fond, believing, love-sick maid 
Lopse, unattired, warm, tender, full of wishes ; 
Fiei^eness and pride, the guardians of her honour^ 
Were charm'd to rest, and love alone was waking. 
Within her rising bosom all was calm. 
As peaceful seas that know no storms, and only 
Are gently lifted up and down by tides. 
I snatch'd the glorious, golden opportunity. 
And with prevailing, youthful ardour press'd her. 
Till with short sighs, and murmuring reluctance. 
The yielding fair one gave me perfect happiness. 
Even all the live-long night we pass'd in bliss, 
In extacies too fierce to last for ever : 
At length the mom and cold indiiference came ; 
When, fully sated with the luscious banquet, 
I hastily took leave, and left the nymph 
To think on what was past, and sigh alone. 
^_ Ross. You saw her soon again ? 

8 
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Loth. Too soon I saw her ; 
For, oh ! that meeting was not like the former : 
I found my heart no more beat hig^h with transport. 
No more I sigh'd, and languish *d for enjoyment ; 
'Twas past, and reason took her turn to reign^ 
While eT*ry weakness fell before her throne, 

Ro$8, What of the lady ? 

Loth. With uneasy fondness 
She hung upou me, wept, and sigh'd, and swore 
She was undone ; talk'd of a priest and marriage ; 
Of flying with me from her father's power ; 
Caird every saint and blessed angel down, 
To witness for her that she was my wife, 
I started at tliat name. 

iZocf . What answer made you 7 
^ Loth, • None ; but pretending sudden pain and illnesa^ 
Escaped the persecution. Two nights since, 
By message urged, and frequent importunity. 
Again I saw her. . S^traight with tears and sighs, ^ 
With swelling breasts, with swooning and distraction, 
With all the subtleties and powerful arts 
Of wilful woman laboring for her^purpose. 
Again she told the same dull nauseous tale. 
Unmoved, I begg*d her spare th* ungrateful subject, 
Since I resolved, that love and peace of mind 
Might flourish long inviolate betwixt us. 
Never to load it with the marriage chain : 
That I would still retain her In my heart, 
My ever gentle mistress and my friend ; 
But for those other names of wife and husband 
They only meant ill-nature, cares, and quarrels. 

Ro89, How bore she this reply ? 

LM. At first her rage was dumb, and wanted words ; 
But when the storm found way, 'twas wild and loud ; 
Mad as the priestess of the Delphic god, 
Enthusiastic passion swell'd her breast. 
Enlarged her voice, and ruffled all her form. 
Proud, and dii^ainful of the love I proffer'd,* 
She call'd me^Villain ! Monster ! Base betrayer ! 
At last, in very bitterness of soul, 
With deadly imprecations on herself. 
She vow'd severely ne'er to see me more ; 
Then bade me fly that minute : I obey'd. 
And, bowing, left her to grow cool at leisure. 

Roi9. She has relented slnce,—else why this mes- 
sage, 
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To meet the keeper of her secrets here 
This morning ? 
Loth. See the person whom yon named.— «- 

Enter Lucilla, l. 

Well, my ambassadress, what must^we treat of? 
Come yutt to menace war ,and proud defiance. 
Or does the peaceful olive grace your message ? 
Is your fair mistress calmer? Does she soften? 
And must we love again ? Perhaps she means 
To treat in juncture with her new ally, 
And make her husband party to tb' agreement. 

Lnc. (l.) Isthis well done, my lord? Have you put 
off 
All sense of human nature ? Keep a little, 
A little pity, to distinguish manhood. 
Lest other men, though cruel, should disclaim yon, 
And judge you to be number*d with the brutes. . 

IMh, I see thou*st learnt to rail. 

Lue. I've learnt to weep : 
That lesson my sad mistress often gives me: 
By day she seeks some melancholy shade, 
To hide her sorrows from the prying world ; 
At night she watches all the long, long hours, 
And listens to the winds and beating rain. 
With sighs as loud, and tears that fall as fast. 
Then, ever and anon, she wrings her hands. 
And cries— False, false Lothario ! 

Loth, Oh, no more ! 
I swear, thou*lt spoil that pretty face with crying, 
And thou hast beauty that may make thy fortune : 
Some keeping cardinal shall doat upon thee. 
And barter his church treasure for thy freshness. 

Luc. What ! shall I sell my innocence and youth, 
For wealth or titles to perfidious man ! \ 

To man, who makes bis mirth of our undoing ! 
The base, profest betrayer of our sex I 
Let me grow old in all misfortunes else. 
Rather than know the sorrows of Calista ! 

Loth. Does she send thee to chide in her behalf? ^ 
I swear, thou dost it with so good a grace. 
That I could almost love thee for thy frowning. "* 

Lue. Read there, my lord, there, in her own sad 
lines, [Giving a Letter. 

Which best can tell the story of her woes, 
That grief of heart which your unkindness gives her. 
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[Lothario reodf.] 

** Your cruelty — obedience to my father— ^Vjeg my 
hand to Altamont." 
\^Aside,'\ By^Heayen, 'tis well ! Such ever be the gifts 
with which I greet the man whom my soul hates. 
Bat to go on i 

** ^Wish ^heart honour too faithless- 
weakness— to-morrow — last trouble— lost Calista.*' 
Women, I see, can change as well as men. 
. She writes me here, forsaken as I am. 
That I should bind my brows with mournful willow, 
For she has given her hand tojAltamont : 
Yet, tell the fair inconstant— 

Luc. How, my lord I 

Loth, Nay, no more angry words ; say to Calista, 
The humblest of her slaves shall wait her pleasure ; 
If she can leave her happy husband's arms, 
To think upon so lost a thing as I am. 

Lue. Alas ! for pity, come with gentler looks*: 
Wound not her heart with this unmanly triumph ; 
And though you love her not, yet swear you do, ^ 
So shall dissembling once be virtuous in yoii.' 

LM. Ha ! who comes here ? 

Lue, The bridegroom's friend, Horatio. 
He must not see us here. To-morrow early 
Be at the garden gate. , 

Loth* Bear to my love 
My kindest thoughts, and swear I will not fail her. 
[Lothario, putting up the Letter haHUff, drape it 
ae he goee out,"] 
[Exeunt Lothario, Rossano, e. b. b. aud Lucilla, l. 

Enter Horatio, l. u. e. 

JJor, Sure His the very error of my eyes ; 
Waking I dream, or I beheld Lothario : 
He seem'd conferring with Galista's woman. 
At my approach they started, and retired. 
What business could he have here; and with her 1 
I know, he bears the noble Altamont 
Profest and deadly hate.— What paper's this ? 

[ Taking up the Letter* 
Ha I To Lothario.— *Sdeath I Calista's name? 

[Opening it, — Reads. 

*' Your cruelty has at length determined me, and I 
have resolved this morning to yield a perfect obediences 
to my father, and to give my Iwnd to Altamont, in spite 
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of my weakness for the false Lothario. I could almost 
wish I had that heart and that honour to bes^w with 
it, which you have robbed me of :" 

Damniition !— To the rest. IReads again. 

«' But, O ! 1 fear, could I retrieve 'em, I should agaia 
be undone by the too faithless, yet too lovely Lothario. 
This is the last weakness of my pen, and to-morrow shall 
lie the last in which I will indulge my eyes. Lucilla 
shall conduct you, if you are kind enough to let me se^ 
you : it shall be the last trouble you shall meet with 
from 

" The lost Calista.'* 
The lost, indeed ! for thou art gone as far 
A» there can be perdition. Fire and sulphur ! 
Hell is the sole avenger of such crimes. 
Oh, that the ruin were but all thy own ! 
Thou wilt ev'n make thy father curse his age: 
At sight of this black scroll, the gentle Altamont— 
— For oh I I know his heart is set upon thee— 
Shall droop and hang his discontented head, 
Like merit scorn'd by insolent authority, 
And never grace the public with his virtues. 
What if I give this paper to her father? 
It follows that his justice dooms her dead. 
And breaks his heart with sorrow : hard return , 
For all the good his hand has heap*d on us ! 
Hold, let me take a moment's thought — 

Enter Lavinia, l. 

Lav, My lord ! 
Trust me, it joys my heart that I have found you. 
Inquiring wherefore you had left the company. 
Before my brother's nuptial rites were ended. 
They told me you had felt some sudden illness. 

Hor, It were unjust :— No, let me spare my friend. 
Lock up the. fatal secret in my breast. 
Nor tell him that which will undo his quiet. 

Lav. What means my lord ? 

JF/ior. Ha ! saidst thou, my Lavinia ? 

Lav, Alas ! you know not what you make ipe suffer^ 
Whence is that sigh ? And wherefore are your eyes 
Severely raised to Heaven ? The sick man thus. 
Acknowledging the summons of his fate. 
Lifts up his feeble hands and eyes for mercy, 
And with confusion thinks upon his audit. 

Hor. O, no I thou hast mistook my sickness quite ; 
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These pftngd are of the soul. Wou'd I had met 
Sharpest conyulsfons, spotted pestilence. 
Or any other deadly foe to life, 
Rather than heave beneath this load of thought ! 
Lav, Alas ! what is it ! Wherefore turn you fr6m 
me? 
Why did you falsely call me your Lavinia, 
And swear I was Horatio's better half, 
Since now you mourn unkindly by yourself, 
And rob me of my partnership of sadness ? 

Hor. Seek not to know what I would hide from all, 
But most from thee. 1 never knew a pleasure, 
Aught that was joyful, fortunate, or good. 
But straight I ran to bless thee with the tidings, 
And laid up all my happiness with thee : 
But wherefore, wherefore should I give thee pain ? 
Then spare me, I conjure thee ; ask no further ; 
Allow my melancholy thoughts this priyilege, 
And let 'em brood in secret o'er their sorrows. 
Lav, It is enough : chide not, Bnd all is well. 
Forgive me, if I saw you sad, Horatio, 
And ask'd to weep out part of your misfortunes : 
I wo' not press to know what you forbid me. 
Yet, my loved lord, yet you must grant me this ; 
Forget your cares for this one happy day. 
Devote this day to mirth, and to your Altamont ; 
For his dear sake, let peace be in your looks. 
Ev'n now the jocund bridegroom waits your wishes. 
He thinks the priest has but half blessM his marriage. 

Till his"friend nails him with the sound of joy. 
Hot. 'Oh, never, never ! Thou art innocent : 

Simplicity from ill, pure native truth. 

And candour of the mind adorn thee ever ; 

But there are such, such false ones in the world, 

*Twould fill thy gentle soul with wild amazement 

To hear their story told. 
Lav, False ones, my lord I 
Hor, Fatally fair they are, and in their smiles 

The graces, little loves, and young desires inhabit ; 

Bat all that gaze upon 'em are undone ; 

For they are false, luxurious in their appetites. 

And all the heaven they hope for is variety : 

One lover to another still succeeds. 

Another, and another after that, 

Aiid the last fool is welcome as the former ; 

'Till, having loved his hour out, he gives place. 

And mingles with the herd that went before hira. 



16 TBB FAIR PBNITBNT. [ACT II. 

Lav, Can there be such, and have they peace of 
mind ? ^1 

Hare they, in all the series of their changing, 1 

One happy hour ? If women are such things, 

How was I form*d so different from my sex ? * 

My little heart is satisfied with you ; 

You take up all her room, — as in a cottage 

Which harbours some benighted princely stranger ; 

Where the good man, proud of his hospitality, 

Yields all his homely dwelling to his guest. 

And hardly keeps a corner for himself 
Hor, O, were they all like thee, men would adore 
'em, 

And an the bus*ness of their liyes be loving ; 

The nuptial band should be the pledge of peace. 

And all domestic cares and quarrels cease ; 

The men should learn to love by virtuous rules. 

And marriage be no more the jest of fools. lExeuwtj l 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE h—A HaiL 

EfUer Calista and Lucilla, t. 

€al. (r. c.) Be dumb for ever, silent as the grare, 
'Nor let thy fond officious lore disturb 
My solemn sadness with the sound of joy ! — 
If thou wilt sooth me, tell some dismal tale 
Of pining discontent, and black despair ; 
For, oh ! l*Te gone around through all my thoughts. 
But all are indignation, love or shame, 
And my dear peace of mind is lost for ever. 

Jmc. (l. c.) That false Lothario! Turn from th« 
deceiver ; 
Turn, and behold where gentle Altamont 
Sighs at your feet, and wooes you to be happy. 

Cal, Away I 1 think not of him; My sad soul 
Hm fbrmed a dismal melaneholy scene. 



\ 
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Sach a retreat as I would wish to find ; 
An unfrequented vale, overgrown with trees 
Mossy and old, within whose lonesome shade 
Ravens and birds ill-omenM, only dwell : < 
No sound to break the silence, but a brook 
That bubbling winds among the weeds : no mark 
Of any human shape that had been there, 
Unless a skeleton of some poor wretch, 
Who had, long since, like me, by love undone, 
Sought that sad place out, to despair and die in. 

Luc. (c.) Alas, for pity ! 
' Col, (r>.) There I fain would hide me 
From the base world, from malice, and from shame; 
For 'tis the solemn counsel of my soul. 
Never tolive with public loss of honour: 
'Tis fix*d to die rather than bear the insolence 
. Of each affected she that tells my story. 
And blesses her good stars that she is virtuous. 
To be a tale for fools ? Scorn'd by the women. 
And pity*d by the men I O, insupportable ! 

[Crosffet to x.. 

Lue. Oh, hear me, hear your ever faithful creature ! . 
By all the good I wish, by all the ill 
My trembling heart forebodes, let roe entreat you^ 
Never to see this faithless man again ; 
Let me forbid his coming. 

Co/, (l.c.) On thy life, 
I charge thee, no : my genius drives me on ; 
I must, I will behold him once again : 
Perhaps, it is the crisis of my fate. 
And this one interview shall end my cares. 
My laboring ^eart that swells with indignation. 
Heaves to discharge the burden : that once^done, 
The busy thing shall rest within Its cell, 
And never beat again. 

Luc, Trust not to that : 
Rago is the shortest passion of our souls': 
Like narrow brooks that rise with sudden showers, 
It swells in haste, and falls again as soon ; 
Still, as it ebbs, the softer thoughts flow in, 
And the deceiver Love supplies its place. 

Col. (r. c.) I have been wrong*d enough, to arm my 
temper 
Against tho smooth delusion ; but, alas I 
Chide not my weakness, gentle maid, but pity me, — 
A woman*B softness hangs about me still : 

B 
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Then let me blush, and tell thee all my folly. 
I swear I could not see the dear betrayer 
Kneel at my feet, and sigh to be forgiyen. 
But my relenting heart would pardon all. 
And quite forget 'twas he that had undone me.~^ 
Ha, Altamont ! — Calista, now be wary ; 
Nor let this hostile husband*s eyes explore 
The warring passions, and tumultuous thoughts. 
That rage within thee, and deform thy reason. 

Enter Altamont, l. 

Att. (l. c.) Begone, my cares, I gi've you to the 
winds. 
Far to be borne, far from the happy Altamont ! 
Calista is the mistress of the year ; 
She crowns the Reasons with auspicious beauty. 
And bids even all my hours be good and joyful. 

Cat, If I were ever mistress of such happiness, 
O i wherefore did I play th* unthrifty fool. 
And wasting all on others, leave myself 
Without one thought of joy to give me comfort ? 

Alt, (o.) O, mighty Love, shall that fair face profane 
This thy great festival with frowns and sadness I 
irswear, it sha* not be ; for I will woo thee 
With sighs so moving, with so warm a transport. 
That thou shalt catch the gentle flame from me, 
And kindle! into j oy. 

Col. I tell thee, Altamont, 
Such hearts as ours were never paired above. 
Ill-suited to each other ; join*d, not match *d ; 
Some sullen influence, a foe to both. 
Has wrought this fatal marriage to undo us. 
Mark but the frame and tenmer of our minds, 
How very much we differ. £!v'n this day, 
That fills thee with suchjsestacy and transport. 
To me brings nothing that should make me bless it. 
Or think it better than the day before. 
Or any other in the course of time. 
That duly took its turn, and was forgotten. 

AIL If to behold thee as my pledge of happiness. 
To know none fair, none excellent but thee ; 
If Btill to kMre thee with unwearied constancy. 
Through ev*ry season, ev'ry change of life. 
Through wrinklM age, through sickness and misfor- 
tune. 
Be worth the least return of grateful love, 
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Oh, then, let my Calista bless this day, 
And set it down for happy ! 

CaL (R.) 'Tis the day 
In which my father gave my hand to Altamont'; 
As such I will remember it for ever. 

Enter Sciolto, Horatio, Layinia, and Attendants^ l. 

Set, (c.) Let mirth go on, let pleasure know no'pause, 
But fill up every minute of this day. 
*Tis yours,, my children, sacred to your loves ; 
The glorious sun himself for you looks gay ; 
He shines for Altamont and Calista. 
Let there be music ; let the master touth 
The sprightly string, and softly-breattiiag. flute, 
'Till harmony rouse every gentle passion, 
Teach the cold maid to lose her fears in love, ; 
And the fierce youth to languish at her feet. 
Begin : ^v*n age itself is cheerM with music : 
It wakes a glad remembrance of our youth. 
Calls back past joys, and warms us into transport. 
Take care my gates be open, bid all welcome ; 
All who rejoice with me to-day are friends: 
Let each indulge his genius, each be glad, 
Jocund and free, and swell the feast with mirth : 
The sprightly bowl shall cheerfully go round ; 
None shall be grave nor too severely wise; 
Losses and disappointments, cares and poverty. 
The rich man*s insolence, and great man*s scorn, 
In wine shall be forgotten all. To-morrow 
Will be too soon to think, and to be wretched. 
Oh, grant ye powVs, that I may see these happy, 

[Pointing to Altamont and Calista. 
Completely blest, and I have life enough ; 
And leave the rest indifferently to fate. [ExewU^VL, 

SCENE ll,^Another Apartment] in ]ScioUo*M Palace. 

Enter Horatio, r. 

Hot. What if, while all are here intent on revelling, 
\ privately went forth, and sought Lotllario 1 
This letter may be forged: perhaps, the wantonness 
Of l|is vain youth, to stain a lady's fame ; 
Perhaps, his malice to disturb my friend. 
O, no, my heart forebodes it must be true. 
Methoaght, ev*n now, I mark'd the starts of guilt 
That shook her soul ; though damn*d dissimulation 

B 2 
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Skreen^d her dark thoughts, and set to public view 
A specious face of innocence and beauty. 
With such smooth looks, and many a gentle word, 
The first fair she beguiled her easy lord ; 
Too blind, with love and beauty, to beware. 
He fell unthinking in the fatal snare ; 
Nor could believe that such a heav'nly face 
Had bargained with the devil, to damn her wretched 
. race. [Exit l. 

SCENE III.— 7/ie Garden belonging to Sciolto*9 

, Palace. 

Enter Lothario and Rossano, r* 

Loth. To tell thee then the purport of my thoughts ; 
The loss of this fond paper would not give me 
A moment of disquiet, were it not 
My instrument of vengeance on this Altamont; 
Therefore I mean to wait some opportunity 
Of «peaking with the maid we saw this morning| 

Ross, I wish you, sir, to think upon the d<inger 
Of being seen : to-day their friends are round *em ; 
And any eye that lights by chance on you 
Shall put your life and sa:fety to the hazard. 

_ . lExeunt n, B. b. 

Enter Horatio, l. 

Hor. (l.) Still I must doubt some mystery of mis- 
chief. 
Some artifice beneath. Lothario^s father ! — 
I knew him well ; he was sagacious, cunning. 
Fluent in words, and bold in peaceful counsels, 
But of a cold, inactive hand in war ; 
Yet, with these coward's virtues, he undid 
My unsuspecting, valiant, honest friend. 
This son, if fame mistake not, is more hot. 
More open and unartful — 

Enter Lothario and Rossano, r. s. b. 

Ha ! he*s here ! [Seeing Aint. 

Loth, Damnation ! He again ! — This second time 
To-day he has' cross*d roe, like my evil genias. 

Hor. (l. c.) I sought you, sir. 

Loth, (r. c.) 'Tis well then, I am found. 

Hor. *Tis well you are. The man who wrongs my 
friend 
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To the earth's utmost yerge I would pursue : 

[Ross. goe9 bodr. 
No place, though e*er so holy, should protect him ; 
No shape that artful fear e*er form*d, 8hou*d hide him. 
Till he fair answer made, and did me jnstlce. 

Loth. Ha ! dost thou know me that I am Lothario? 
As great a name as this proud city hoasts of. 
Who is this mighty man then, this Horatio, 
That I should basely Hide me from his anger, ■ 
Lest he should chide me for his friend's displeasure ? 

Hor. The braye. Mis true, do never shun the light ; 
Just are their thoughts, and open are their tempers : 
Still are they found in the fair face of day. 
And heayen and men are judges of their acjtions. 

Loth, Such let 'em be of mine ; there s not a purpose 
Which my soul ever framed, or my hand acted, 
But I could well have bid the world look on, 
And« what I once durst do, have dared to justify. 

Hor, Where was this open boldness, this free spirit. 
When but this very morning I surprised thee, 
Id base, dishonest privacy, consulting 
And bribing a poor mercenary wretch. 
To sell her lady's secrets, stain her honour. 
And, with a forged contrivance, blast her virtue ?— 
At sight of me thou fled'st. 

Loth. Ha ! fled from thee ? 

Hor, Thou fled'st, t^nd guilt was on thee like a thief, 
A pilferer, descry'd in some dark corner. 
Who there had lodged, with mischievous intent 
To rob and ravage at the hour of rest. 
And do a midnight murder on the sleepers. 

Loth. Slave I villain ! 

[Offers to draw — Rossano A^cisAim. 

Rots. Hold, my lord ! think, where you are;. 
Think, how unsafe and hurtful to your honour 
It were, to urge a quarrel in this place, ; 
And shock the peaceful city with a broil. 

Loiih. Then, since thou dost provoke my vengeance, 
know, 
I would not, for this city's wealth, for all 
Which the sea wafts to our Ligurian shore. 
But that the joys I reap'd with that fond want»n. 
The wife of Altamont, should be as public 
As is the noon-day sun, air, earth, or water. 
Or any common benefit of nature. 
Think'st thou I meant the shamcilbhould be coneeal'd ? 

b3 



22 VHB FAIR P8NITBNT. [ACT 11% 

Ob, no ! by hell and vengeance, all I wanted 
Was some fit messeogei* to beat the news 
To the dull doating husband : now I have foand him, 
Aad thou art he. 

Hor. I hold thee base enough 
To break through law, and spurn at sacred order, 
And do a brutal iiyury like this : 
Yet — mark, me well, young lord — I think Calisla 
Too nice, too noble, and too great of soul. 
To be the prey of such a thing as thou art. 
'Twas base and poor, unworthy of a man. 
To. forge a scroll so villainous and loose, 
And mark it with a lady's name : 
These are the mean, dishonest arts of cowards. 
Who, bred at home in idleness and riot, 
Ransack for mistresses th' unwholsome stews, 
And never know the worth of virtuous love. 

Loth. Think'st thou I forged the letter? Think so 
still. 
Till the broad shame come staring in thy face. 
And boys shall hoot the cuckold as he passes. 

Hor, Away ! no woman could descend so low i^ 
A skipping, dancing worthless tribe you are ; 
Fit only for yourselves, you herd together ; 
And, when the circling glass warms your vain hearts. 
You talk of beauties that you never saw, 
And fancy raptures that you never knew : ; ' 

Legends of saints who never yet had being, 
Or, being, ne'er, were saints, or not so false 
As the fond tales which you recount of love. 

Loth, But that I do not hold it worth my leisure, 
I could produce such damning proof, 

Hor.^'Tis false ! 
You blast the fair with lies because they scorn you, 
Hate you like age, like ugliness and impotence : 
Rather than make you blest, they would die virgins, 
And stop the propagation of mankind. 
. Loth. It is the curse of fools to be secure ; 
And that be thine and Altamont*s. Dream on, 
Nor think upon my vengeance till thou feel'st it. 

/ IGoing r. 

Hor, Hold, sir; another word, and then, farewell. 
Though I think greatly of Galista's virtue, 
And hold it far. beyond thy power to hurt. 
Yet, as she shares the honour of my Altamont, 
That treasure of a soldier, bought with blood. 
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And kept at life's expense, I must not have — 
Mark me, young sir, — her very name profaned. 
Learn to restrain the licence of your speech ; 
•Tis held you are too lavish. When you are met 
Among your set of fools, talk of your dress, 
Of dice, of whores, of horses and yourselves ; 
'Tis safer, and becomes your understandings. 

Loth. What if we pass beyond this solemn order, 
And, in defiance of the stern Horatio, 
Indulge our gayer thoughts, let laughter loose. 
And use his sacred friendship for our mirth ? 
. jHJw. 'Tisjweli, sir ; you are pleasant — 

Lotk, By the joys 
Which yet my soul has uncontroU'd pursued, 
I would not tum*aside from my least pleasure, 
Thouirh all thy force were arm'd to bar my way ; 
Bat like the birds, great nature's happy commoners, 
That haunt in woods, in meads, and flow'ry gardens. 
Rifle the sweets an<^ taste the choicest fruits, 
Yet scorn to ask the lordly owner's leave. 
» Hor, What liberty has vain presumptuous youth, 
That thou should' st dare pnovoke me unchastised ? 
But, henceforth, boy, I warn thee, shun my walks, 
if in the bounds of this forbfdden place 
Agltin thou'rt found, expect a punishment. 
Such as great souls, impatient of an injury. 
Exact from those who wrong 'em much, ev'n death ; 
Or something worse : an injured husband's vengeance 
Shall print a thousand wounds, tear thy fine form. 
And scatter thee to all the winds of heaven. 

Lath, Is then my way in Genoa prescribed 
By a dependent on the wretched Altamont / 
A talking sir, that brawls for him in taverns, 
And vouches for his valour's reputation. 

Hor. Away ! thy speech is fouler than thy manners. 

Loth. Or, if there be a name more vile, his parasite ; 
A beggar's parasite ! 

Hor. Now learn humanity. 
IQffers to strike him; Rossano runs between them. 
Since brutes and boys are only taught with blows. 

Loth. Damnation ! [ They draw. 

Bos. Hold, this goes no further here. 

Loth. O, Rossano ! 
Or give me way, or thou'rt no more my friend. 

Ress Sbiolto's servants, sir, have ta'en th' &lp.rte ; 
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YonUl be oppressM by numbers. Be advised. 
Or I mast force you hence. 

Loth, This wo* not brook delay ; — 
West of the town a mile, among the rocks, 
Two hours ere noon, to-morrow, I expect thee, 
Thy single hand to mine. 

Uor. 1*11 meet thee there. 

Loth. To-morrow, oh, my better stars, to-morrow 
Exert your influence I. shine strongly for me! 
'Tis not a common conquest I would gain ; 
Since love, as w^ll as arms, must grace my triumph. 

{^Exeunt Lothario and Rossano, r. 

Hot, Two hours ere noon to-morrow ! Ha, ere that 

He sees Calista I O, unthinking fool 

What if I urged her with the crime and danger? 
If any spark from heaven remain unquench*d 
Within her breast, my breath, perhaps, may wake it. 
Could I but prosper there, I should not doubt 
My combat with that loud, vain-glorious boaster. 
Were you, ye fair, but cautious whom ye trust, 
Did you but think how seldom fools are just, 
So many of your sex would not in vain 
Of broken vows and faithless men complain : 
Of all the various wretches love has made. 
How few have been by men of sense betray *d ! 
Convinced by reason, they your power confess. 
Pleased to be happy, as you*re pleased to bless. 
And, conscious of your worth, can never love yon 
less. [Exit, L. 



END OF ACT 'II. 



ACT III. 

SCENE I. — An Apartment in Sciolto*8 Palace. 

Enter Calista and Sciolto, l. 

Sei. Now, by my life, my honour, 'tis too much ! 
H&vtt 1 not mark*d thee, wayward as thou art, 
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Perrerse and sullen all this day of joy ? 

When ev*ry heart was cheerM, and mirth went round, 

Sorrow, displeasure, and repining anguish. 

Sat on thy brow. 

Col, Is then the task of duty half performed ? 
Has not your daughter given herself to Altamont, 
Yielded the native freedom of her will, 
To an imperious husband's lordly rule. 
To gratify a father's stern command? 

Sci, Dost thou complain ? 

Cal. For pity do not frown then. 
If, in despite of all my vowM obedience, 
A sigh break out, or a tear fall by chance : 
For O ! that^sorrow which has drawn your anger, 
Is the sad native of Ca]ista*s breast. 

Sci, Now by the sacred dust of that dear saint 
That was thy mother, 

I swear, some sullen thought, that shuns the light, 
Lurks underneath that sadness in thy visage. 
But, mark me well : though by yon heaven 1 love thee . 
As much, I think, as a fond parent can. 
Yet should*st thou (which the PowVs above forbid) 
E*er stain th^ honour of thy name -with infamy, 
1*11 cast thee off, as one whose impious hands 
Had rent asunder nature's dearest ties. 
Which, once divided, never join again. 
To-day I've made a noble youth thy husband ; 
Consider well his worth ; reward his love ; 
Be willing to be hanpy, and thou art so. \_Eaitf l. 
^ Cat. How hard is the condition of our sex. 
Through ev'ry state of life the slaves of man!— ^ 
In all the dear delightful days of youth, 
A rigid father dictates to our wills. 
And deals out pleasure with a scanty hand : 
To his, the tyrant husband's reign succeeds ; 
Proud with opinion of superior reason. 
He holds domestic bus'ness and devotion 
All we are capable to know, and shuts us. 
Like cloister'd idiots, from the world's acquaintance, 
And all the joys of freedom. Wherefore are we 
Bom with high souls, but to assert ourselves. 
Shake off this vile obedience they exact. 
And claim an equal empire o'er the world? {Exit, l. 
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III. 



Enter Horatio, l. 

Har. (l) She's here! Yet, O! my tougneis at a 
loss. 
Teach met somepow*r, that happy art of speech, 
To d^csa my purpose up in gracious words ; 
Such as may softly steal upon her soul, 
And never wakeji the tempestuous passions ! 
By heaven, she weeps! (c.) Forgive me, fair Calist^, 

{^She gtarU up» 
If I presume on privilege of friendship, 
To join my grief toyonra, and mourn the evils 
That hurt >our peace, and quench those eyes in tears. 

Col. (r. c.) Tq steal, unlook*d for, on my private 
sorrow. 
Speaks not the man of honour, nor the friend, 
But rather means the spy. 

Hfir. Unftlttdly said 1 
For, O ! as sure as you $ccube me falsely, 
I come to prove myself Galista's friend. 

Cat, Yon are my husband's friend, the friend of 
Altamont. 

Hor» Are you not one? Are you not join*d by 
heaven. 
Each interwoven^vith the other's fate? 
Then who can give his friendship but to one ? 
Who can be Altamoat's, and not Calista*s ? 

Cal. Force, and the wills of our imperious rulers. 
May bind^two bodies in one wretched chain ; 
But minds will still look back to their own choice. 

Hor. When souls that should agree to will th9 
same. 
To have one common object for their wishes. 
Look different ways, regardless of each other. 
Think, what a train of wretchedness ensues : 
Love shall be banished from the srenial bed, 
The night shall all be lonely and unquiet. 
And ev*ry day shall be a day of cares. 

Cal, Then all the boasted oflSce of thy friendship 
Was but to tell Calista what a wretch she is. 
Alas I what needed that ? 

Hor. O ! rather say, 
I came to tell her, how she might be happy : 
To sooth the secret anguish of her soul ; 
To comfort that fair mourner, that forlorn one. 
And teach her steps to know the paths of peace. 
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Cal, Say tlion to trh(nft this patrediiBe is known. 
Where lies the blilsfttl region ? Mark my way to it ; 
For, O I 'tis sure, I long to be at rest. 

Hot, Then, to be good is to be happy : Angels 
Are happier than mankind, because theyVe better. 
Guilt is the source of sorrow ; 'tis the fiend, 
Th' avenging fiend that follows as behind, 
With whips and stings. The blest know none of this ; 
But rest in everlasting peace of mind, 
And find the height of all their heaven is goodness. 

CaL And what bold'parasite's officious tongue 
Shall dare to tax Galista*s name with guilt t 

Her, None should ; but 'tis a busy, talking world, 
That with licentious breath blows, like the wind. 
As freely on the palace as the cottage, t 

Col. Whaft mystic riddle lurks beneath thy words. 
Which thou would'st seem unwilling to express. 
As if it meant dishonour to my virtue? 
Away^with this ambiguous shuffling phrase, 
And let thy oracle be understood. [ Crosses to l. 

Hor. Lothario ! 

Cat, Ha I — ^What would'st thou mean by him t 

Hor, Lothario and Calista ! Thus they join 

Two names, which heaven decreed should never meet ; 

Hence have the talkers of this populous city 

A shameful tale to tell, for public sport. 

Of an unhappy beauty, a false fair one, 

Who plighted to a noble youth her faith, 

When she had given her honour to a wretch. 

CaL Death and confusion ! Have I lived to this ? 
Thus to be treated with unmanly insolence ! 
To be the sport of a loose rnffian's tongue I 
Thus to be used ! thus ! like the vilest creature 
That ever was a slave to vice and infamyl! 

[^Crosses to r. 

Hor, By honour and fair truth, you wrong me much ; 
For, on my soul, nothing but strong necessity 
Could urge my tongue to this ungrateful office. 
I came with strong reluctance, as if death 
Had stood across my way, to save your honour, 
Yours and Sciolto's, yours and Altamont's ; -i 
Like one who ventures through a burning pile 
To save his tender wife, with all her brood 
Of little fondlings, from the dreadful ruin. 

Cal, (r. c.) Is this the famous friend of Altamonl, 
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For noble worth and deeds of arms renow^M ? 
Is this, — this tale-bearing, oi&cious fellow. 
That watches for intelligence from eyes ; 
This wretched Argus of a jealous husband. 
That fills his easy ears with monstrous tales. 
And makes him toss, and rave, and wreak at length 
Bloody revenge on his defenceless wife?— 
Who guiltless dies because her fool run mad. 

Hor, Alas J this rage is vain ; for, if your fame 
Or peace be worth your care, you must be calm. 
And listen to the means are^left to save *em. 
*Tis now the lucky minute of your fate : 
By me your genius speaks, by me it warns you. 
Never to see that curst Lothario more. 
Unless you mean to be despised, He shunn'd 
By all our virtuous maids and noble matrons ; 
Unless you have devoted this rare beauty 
To infamy, diseases, prostitution, 

CaL Dishonour blast thee, base, unmanner'd slave. 
That dar*st forget my birth, and sacred sex. 
And shock me with the rude, unhallowM sound ! 

Hor, Here kneel, and in the awful face of heaven 
Breathe out a solemn vow never to see. 
Nor think, if possible, on him that ruin*d thee. 
Or, by my Altamont*s dear life I swear. 
This paper — nay, you must not fly, — this paper. 
This guilty paper, shall divulge your shame. 

Col, What mean*st thou by that paper ? What con- 
trivance 
Hast thou been forging, to deceive my father, 
To turn his heart against his wretched daughter. 
That Altamont and thou may share his wealth t 
A wrong like this will make me ev*n forget 

The weakness of my sex. Oh, for a sword. 

To urge my vengeance on the villain's head 
That forged the scroll I 

Hor, Behold, can this be forged ? 
See where Galista*s name—* [SAofr« the Letter. 

Col, To atoms thus, {Snatckee and tears it. 

Thus let me tear the vile, detested falsehood, 
The wicked, lying evidence of shame. 

Hor, Confusion! 

Cat, Henceforth, thou ofllcious fool, 
Meddle no more, nor^are, ev'n on thy life. 
To breathe an acctot that may touch my virtue* 



X 
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I am myself the guardian of my bonoar. 
And will not bear so insolent a monitor. 

[HoR. goet bade and paces abtnU, 

Enter Altamont, l. 

Ali, (l.) Where is my life, my love, my ch%rmjng' 
bride, 
Joy of my hearr, and pleasure of my eyes ?— 
Disordered ! — and in teftrs ! — Horatio too ! 
My friend is in amaze. What can it mean? 
Tell me, Galista, who has done thee wrong, 
That my swift sword may find oat the ojDfender, 
And do thee ample justice. 

Col, Turn to him. 

Alt, Horatio I 

Col, To that insolent. 

Alt. My friend ! 
Could he do this ? Have I not fonnd him just. 
Honest as troth itself And, cou'd he break 
The sanctity of friendship ? Could he wound 
The heart of 41tamont in his Calista ? 

Cal, I thought what justice I should find from thee ! 
Go, fawn upon him, listen to his tale, 
Appla^^d his malice, that woa*d blast my fame. 
And treat me like a common prostitute : 
Thou art, perhaps, confederate in his mischief, 
And wilt believe the legend, if he tells it. 

AU. O, impious ! What presumptuous wretch shall 
dare 
To offer at an injury like that? 
Priesthood, nor age, nor cowardice itself, 
Shall save him from the fury of my vengeance. 

Cat. The man who dared to do It was Horatio*; 
Thy darling friend ; 'twas AltamOnt*s Horatio. 
But, mark me well,~ while thy divided heart 
Doats on a villain that has wrong*d me thus. 
No force shall drag roe to thy hated bed. 
Nor can my cruel father's pow'r do more 
Than shut me in a cloister : there, well pleased. 
Religious hardships will I learn to bear. 
To fast and freeze at midnight hours of pray'r ; 
Nor think it hard, within a lonely cell, 

[Hon. eonuM downy l. 
With melancholy speechless saints to dwell : 
But bless the day I to that refuge ran, 
Free from the marriage chain, and from that tyrant 
man. c [Exit Calista, b. 
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AU. (r.) She*9 gene; and^ as she wem, ten tboa- 
sand fires 
SiMyt from her angry eyes, as if she meant 
Too well to keep the cruel vow she made. — 
Now, as thou art a man, Horatio, tell me. 
What means this wild confusion in thy looks. 
As if thou wert at variance with thyself. 
Madness and reason combating within thee. 
And thou wert doubtful which shou*d get the better? 
Har, (l.) I wou*d be dumb for ever ; but thy fate 
Has otherwise decreed it. Thou hast seen 
That idol of my soul, that fair Calista, 
Thou hast beheld her tears. 

Alt, (c.) I have seen her weep : . 
I have seen that lovely one, that dear Galista, 
Complaining, in the bitterness of sorrow. 
That thou, my friend, Horatio, thou hast wrongM her. 
Hor. (l. c.) That I have wrong*d her .* Had her eyes 
been fed 
From^ that rich stream which warms her heart, and 

number* d 
For er^ry falling tear a drop of blood. 
It had not been too much ; for she has ruinM thee, 
Ev'n thee, my Altamont ; she has undone thee. 
AU. Dost thou join ruin with Galista's namet 
What is so fair, so exquisitely good ? 
Is she not more than painting can express, : 
Chr youthful poets ftuicy, when they love ? 
Does she not come, like wisdom, or good fortune. 
Replete with blessings, giving wealth and honour ? 

Hor, It had been better thou had*st lived a beggar^ 
And fed on scraps at great men*s surly doors, 
Than to have match*d with one so false, so fatal; 
AU. It is too much for firiendship to allow thee. 
Because I tamely bore the wrong thou didst her. 
Thou dost avow the barbVous, brutal pftrt. 
And urge the injury even to my face. 

Hor, I see she has got possession of thy heart ; 
She has dnrm*d thee, like a syren, to her bed. 
With looks of love, and with enchanting sounds : 
Too late the rocks and quicksands will appear. 
When thou art wreck*d upon the faithless shore. 
Then vainly wish thou had*st not left thy friend^] 
To follow her delusion. 
Alt. If thy friendship 
Db ehuHifeihly deny my love a room,. 
It is not werth my keeping ;^I disclaim it. 
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Hor, Can*st thou so soon forget what I*Te bean to 
theo? 
J shared the task ol nature with thy father, 
And fonn*d with eare thy inexperienced youth- 
To virtue and to arms. 

Thy nobl.e father,^0, thou light youog man ! — 
Wou'd he have used me thus ? One fortune fed us ; 
For hi« was ever miDe, mine his, and both 
Together flourished, and together felU 
He caird me friend, like thee : would he have left me. 
Thus, ^r a woman, and a vile one too ? 

Alt, Thou can*st not, dar*st not mean it : Speat 
again. 
Say, who is Tile : but dare not name Calista. 

/for. I had not spoke at first, unless compeird. 
And forced to clear myself ; but, since thus urg*d, 
I must avow 1 do not know a viler. 

Alt, Thott wert my father's friend ; he loved tb^ 
well; 
A venerable mark of him 

Hangs round thee, and protects thee from my ven- 
geance. 
I cannot, dare not, lift my sword against thee : 
But henceforth n^ver let me see thee more. 

[Going r. 

Hot, I love thee still, ungrateful as thou art. 
And most and will preserve thee from dishonour, 
£v*n in despite of thee. [Hobdt him. 

Alt, Let go my arm. 

Hot, If honour be thy care, if thou would*st live 
Without the name of credulous, wittol husband. 
Avoid thy bride, shun her detested bed ; 
The joys it yields are dash'd with poison,*-^^ 

AU,, Off! 
To urge me but a minute more Is fataL 

Hor, She is polluted, stain'd, — i— 

Alt, Madness and raging ! 
But h/Buce ! 

Hor, Dishonoured by the man you hate, ■ ■ 

Alt, I pr*ythee loose me yet, for thy own sake. 
If life be worth thy keeping,—— 

Hor, By Lothario. 

Alt, Perdition take thee, villain, for the falsehood ! 

[Strikes. him„ 
Now, nothing but thy life can make atonement. 

Hor, A blow 1 thou hast used me well--* — {Drmci, 

C2 
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Alt, This to tliy heart 

Hor. Yet hold. — By heayen, his father's in his face ! 
Spite of my wrongs, my heart runs o'er with tenderness. 
And I could rather die myself than hurt him. 

Alt, Defend thyself; for, by my much-wrong'd loTe 
I swear, the poor evasion shall not save thee. 

Hor. Yet hold : — thou know'st I dare. 

[Altamont preggei on him 

Latinia entergj l. and runt between their Swords. 

Lav. (c.) My brother ! my Horatio I Is it possible t 
Oh, turn your cruel swords upon Lavipia : 
If vou must quench your impious rage in blood. 
Behold, my heart shall give you all her store. 
To save those dearer streams that flow from yours. 

Alt, (r. c.) 'Tis well, thou hast found a safeguard^; 
none but this, 
No power on earth could save thee from my fury. 

Hor. Safety from thee ! 
Away, vain boy ! Hast thou forgot the reY'rence 
Due to my arm, thy first, thy great example. 
Which pointed out thy way to noble daring, 
And show'd thee what it was to be a man?^ 

Lav, (6.) What busy, meddling fiend, what fbe to 
goodness. 
Could kindle such a discord t 

Hor, Ask'st thou what made us foes? 'Twasbase 
ingratitude : 
He who was all to me, child, brother, friend. 
With barb'rous bloody malice sought my life. 

Alt. (a. c.) Thou art my sister, and I would not 
make th^e 
The lonely mourner of a widow'd bed ; 
Therefore thy husband's life is safe : but warn him. 
No more to know this hospitable roof : 
He has but ill repaid Sciolto's bounty. 
We must not meet ; 'tis dangerous. Farewell. 

[He in going, Layinia holdi him. 

Lav. Stay, Altamont, my brother, stay I 

Alt, (r.) Each minute that C stay 
Is a new injury to fair Galista. 
Prom thy false friendship to her arms I'll fly : 
Then own the joys which on her charms attend. 
Have more than paid me for my faithless friend. 

[Altamont breaks from Latinia, and exit r« 

Hor. {Crosses to Aer.] Oh, raise thee, my Laviaia^ 
from the earth. 
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It is too much, this tide of flpwing grief. 

This wond'rous waste of tears, too much to give 

To an ungrateful friend and cruel brother. 

Lav,[{c.) Is there not a cause for weeping? O^ Horatio, 
A brother and a husband were my treasure ; 
*Twas all the little wealth that poor Lavinia 
Saved from the shipwreck of her father's fortunes. 
One half is lost already. If thou leav^st me ; 
If thou should'st prove unkind to me as Altamont, 
Whom shall I find to pity my distress. 
To have compassion on a helpless wanderer, 
And give her where to lay her wretched head ? 

Hor, (c.) Why dost thou wound me with thy soft 
V complainings ? 
Though Altamont be false and use me hardly, 
Yet think not I impute his crimes to thee. 
Talk not of being forsaken ; for I'll keep thee 
Next to my heart, my certain pledge of happiness. 

Lop. (l. c.) Then you will love me still, cherish me 
ever. 
And hide me from misfortune in your bosom ? 

Hot, But for the love I bear the good Sciolto, 
From Genoa, from falsehood and inconstancy,^ 
To some more honest distant clime I*d go. 
Nor would I he beholden to my country, 
For aught but thee, the partner of my flight. 

Lav, And I ivould follow thee ; forsake, for thee, 
My country, brother, friends, even all I have. 
Though miners a little all, yet were it more, ' 
'And better far, it should be left for thee ; 
Ante all that I would keep should be Horatio. 
So, when the merchant sees his vessel lost. 
Though richly^ freighted from a foreign coast, 
Gladly, for life, the treasure he would give. 
And 'only wishes to escape and live : , 
Gold, and his gains, no more employ his mind ; 
But, drfving o*er the billows with the wind, 
Cleaves to one faithful plank, and leaves the restj 
behind. 
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ACT IV. 

S€BN£ I. — A Garden. — Lothario and Galista die* 

covered seated, c. 

Latk. Weep not, my fUtr ; but let tlie gad of love 
Laugh in thy eyes, and revel in thy heart ; 
Kindle again his torch, and hold it high, 
To light as to new joys. Nor let a thought 
Of discord, or disquiet past, molest thee ; 
But to a long obliYion give thy cares, 
And let us melt the present hour in bliss. 

Ca/. [i2i«e«.] Seek not to sooth ma with thy falfe en- 
dearments. 
To charm me with thy softness ; His in vain : 
Thou can' St uq more betray, nor I be ruin'd. 
The hours of folly, and of foad delight, 
Are wasted ally ftud fled : those that remain 
Are doom*d to weeping, anguish, and repeDtance. 
I-4u>me to charge thee with a long account 
Of a|l the sorrows I have known already, ' 
And Ml I bave to come ;— -thou hast undone me. 

Lpth, Unjust Calista ! dost thon ealljt min 
To love as we have done ? — ^to melt,. to languish. 
To wish tor somewhat exquisitely haj^y, 
Aa^ then be blest even to that wishes height? — 
To die with jay, and straight to live agam ; 
Speechlesa to gaze, and with tumultooas transport— 

Cal. O, let me hear no more ; I cannot hear it ; 
'Tis deadly to remembrance. Let that night, 
That guilty night, be blotted from the year ; 
Let not the voice of mirth or music knerw it : 
Let it be dark and desolate ; no stars 
To glitter o*er it ; Wt it wish for light. 
Yet want it still, and vainly wait the dawn ! 
For *twas the night that gave me up to shame, 
Ta sortow^ to the false Lothario. 

Loth, Hear this, ye powers ! mark, -how the fair 
deceiver 
Sadly complains of violated truth ! 
She calls me false, even she, the faithless she. 
Whom day and night, whom b«aven and earthy have 

heard 
Sighing to vow, and tenderly protest. 
Ten thousand times, she would be only mine ; 
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And yet, behoid, she^ (las given herself away, 
FUdironiiny arms, and wedded to another, • 

Kitn to the man whom most I hate on earth. 

CaL Art thou so base, to upbraid me with a crime 
Which nothing but thy cruelty could cause ? 
If indignation raging in my soul. 
For thy unmaniy insolence and scorn, . 
Ucg^d me to do a deed of desperation, 
And wound myself to be reyenged on thee, 
Ttok wh^m I should devote to death and hell. 
Whom, ourse as my undoer, but Lothario. 
Hadst thou been just^ not all ScioUo*s power,' 
Not all th^ Yows and prayers of sighing Altamont, 
Could have prevailed, or won me to forsake thee. 

Loth, Dow have I failM injustice, or in love? 
Burns Qot my flame as bd*ightly as at first 1 
£veB now my heart beats high, I languish for thee ; 
My transports are as fierce, as strong my wishes. 
As if tho«i ne*er hadst blest me with thy beauty. 

Ca2. Hovv didst thou dare to think that I would 
live 
A slave to base desires and brutal pleasures, 
To be a wretclved wanton^ for thy leisure 
To toy and waste an hour of idle time with ? 
My soul disdains thee for so mean a thought. 

Loth. The driving storm of passion will have way. 
And I must yield before it. — ^Wert thou calm. 
Love, the poor criminal, whom thou hast doom'd. 
Has yet a thousand tender things to plead, 
To charm thy rage, a9d mitigate bis fate. [Kneeh^ 

Enter Altamont behind^ l. u. e. 

Alt, I' have lost my peace—Ha 1 do I live and wake f 

CaL Hadst thou been true, how happy had I been I 
Not Altamont, — ^but thou hadst been my lord. 
But wherefore named I happipes^ with thee ? 
It is for thee, for thee, that I am curst ; 
For thee my secret soul each hour arraigns me. 
Calls me to answer for my virtue stain'd. 
My honour lost to thee : for thee it haunts me, 
With stern Sciolto vowing vengeance on me. 
With Altamont complaining for his wrongs,-—-* 

AU. (r. c.) Behold him bere,^- ' [Loth. rUet* 

Col. Ah! 

AU. The wretch whom thou hast made. 
Curses and sorrows hast thou heap'd upoA him, ' 
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And Tengeance is the only good that's left. 

\ Drawing, 

Loth, (l. c.) Thou hast ta'en me somewhat unawares^ 
'tis true : 
But lo?e and war take turns, like day and night ; 
And little preparation serves ihy turn. 
Equal to both, and arm*d for either field : 
We've long been foes, this moment ends our qnarrel. 
Earth, heaven, and fair Galista judge the combat! 

[ TheyJight—LoTBkRio fallM. 

Loth, O, Altamont, thy genius is the stronger I 
Thou hast prevail^ I— My fierce ambitious soul 
Declining droops, and all her fires grow pale. 
Yet let not this advantage swell thy pride ; 
I conquer'd in my turn, — in love I triuraph'd : 
Those joys are lodged beyond the reach of fate. 
That sweet revenge comes smiling to my thoughts, 
Adorns my fall, and cheers my heart in dying. [DUm. 

Col. And what remains for me, beset with shame^ 
Encompass'd round with wretchedness ? There is 
But this one way to break the toil and 'scape. 

\Hhe reaches at Lothario's Smtrd — 
Altamont stops her."] 

AH, What means thy frantic rage? 

Cat, Off ! let me go. 

Alt/ O 1 thou hast more than murder'd me ; yet still. 
Still art thou here ; and my soul starts with horror. 
At thought of auy danger that may reach thee. 

Cat, Think'st thou I mean to live? to be forgiven? 
O, thou hast known but little of Galista I 
If thou hadst never heard my shame, if only 
The midnight moon and silent stars had seen it, 
I would not bear to be reproach'd by them. 
But dig down deep to find a grave beneath. 
And hide me from their beams. 

Seiolto. [WUhtmt, u] What, hoi my son! ' 

Col, Is it the voice of thunder, or my father ? 
Madness ! Confusion ! Let the storm come on, 
Let the tumultuous roar drive all upon me ; 
Dash my devoted bark, ye surges, break it : 
^*Tis for my ruin that the tempest rises ! 
When I am lost, sunk to the bottom low. 
Peace shall return, and all be^calm agidn. 

Enter Sciolto, l. 
Sd. Even now Rosiano leap'd th« garden wall,— 
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Ha! Death has been amoniir yon.— O, my fears ! 
Last night thou hadst a difference'with thy friend ; 
The cause thou gaTest me for it was a damn'd one. 
Didst thou not wrong the man who told thee truth ? 
Answer me quiclc.^ 

Alt, Oh, press me not to speak ! 
Even now my heart is breaking, and the mention 
lYill lay me. dead before you. See that body, 
And guess my shame, my ruin. — O, Gali«ta ! 

Set. It is enough. But I am slow to execute. 
And justice lingers in my lazy hand : — 

IServanU enter r. and bear qf 0te body. 
Thus let me wipe dishonour from my name, 
And cut thee from the earth, thou stain to goodness. 

[Offers to kill Galista, Altamont holds him, 

AU. Stay thee, Sciolto, thou rash father, stay ; 
Or turn the point on me, and through my breast 
Cut out the bloody passage to Calista ; 
So shall my love be perfect, while for her 
I die, for whom alone I wish*d to live. 

Col. No, Altamont ; my heart, that scom*d thy love, 
Shall never be indebted to thy pity. 
Thus torn, defaced, and wretched as I seem. 
Still I have something of Sciolto*s virtue, — 
Yes, yes, my father, I applaud thy justice ; 
Strike home, and I will bless thee for the blow ; 
Be merciful, and free me from my pain ; 
*Ti8 sharp, *tis terrible, and I could curse 
The cheerful'day, men, earth, and heaven, and the*, 
Even thee, thoji^venerable good old man. 
For being author of a wretch like me. 

Sei. Thy pious care has given me time to think. 
And saved me from a crime ; then rest, my sword ; 
To honour have I kept thee ever sacred, 
Nor will I sUAn thee with a rash revenge. 
But, mark me well, I will have justice done ; 
Hope not to bear away thy crimes unpunishM ; 
I will see justice executed on thee, 
Even to a Roman strictness : and thou, nature, 
Or whatsoe'er thou art that plead'st within me. 
Be still ; thy tender strugglings are in vain. 

[Altamont reHret back, 

Cal, Then, am I doom'd to live and bear your tri- 
umph? 
To groan beneath your scorn and fierce upbraiding T 
Daily to be reproach*d» and have my misery 



At morn, at noon, at niglit, told over to me, 
Lest my renembranee might giow pitiful 
And grant a momeDt*9 interval of pe^oe 7 
Is this, U this the mercy of a father 1 
I only beg to die, and he denies me. 

Sci, Hence, from my sight I thy father onv^ot l^ear 
thee: 
Fly with thy infamy to some dark cell. 
Where, on the confines pf eternal night. 
Mourning, misfortune, cares, and anguish dwell ;, 
Where ugly shame hides her opprobrious hea^d. 
And death and hell detested rule maintain : 
There howl out the remaJinder of thy life. 
And wish thy B.»nie may be no more rememberM. 

Col. Yes, I wiU fly to seme such dismal place. 
And be more cnr9t than you can wish I were : 
This fatal form, that drew on my undoing. 
Fasting, and tears and hardships shall, destroy : 
Nor light, nor food, nor comfort will I Imow, 
Nor aught that may contiBQe hated Mfyk 
Then, when you see me meagre, wan, and chAngQd^ 
8tretch*d at my length., and dying in my cave. 
On that cold earth I mean shall be my grate. 
Perhaps you may relent, and sighing say. 
At length her tears have wash'd her stains t^w:ay ; 
At length *tis time her punishment sh<ould cease ; 
Die, thou poor suffering wretch, and be at peace, 

[Exit Qalibta, h. 
SjH. Who of my servants wait there? 

Enter four Servants^ R. 

On your lives;. 

Take care my doors be guarded well, that none 

Pass out, or enter, but by my appointment. 

[Exii Servamt9y b. 

Alt, There is a fatal fury in your visage, 
Tt blazes deroe, and menaces destruction. 
I tremble at the vengeance which you meditate 
On the poor, faithless, lovely, dear Calista. 

Set, Hast thou not read what brave Virginias did I 
With his own haiui he slew his. only daughter. 
To save her from the fierce Decemvir*s lust. 
He slew her yet unspotted, to prevent 
The shame which she might know. Then what should 

Ido? 
But thou ha^t %M my hand. I wo* not kiH her ; 



Yet, by the ruin she has brought upon us, 
The common infamy that brands us both. 
She sha* not escape. 

Alt. You mean that she shall die then ? 

Sei, Ask me not what, nor ttdW I have resolved ; 
For all within is anarchy and uproar. 
Q, Altamont ! What a vast scheme of joy 
Itas this one day destroy'd I Well did I hope, 
This daughter would have blest my latter days ; 
That I should live to see you the world's wonder, 
So happy, great, and good, that none were like you : 
Whl.«3 1, from busy life and care set free. 
Had spent the evening of my age at home. 
Among a little prattling race of yours : '^ 
There, like an old man, talkM a while, and then > 
Laid down, and slept iA peace. Instead of this. 

Sorrow and shame must bring me to my grave 

O, damn her ! damn her 1 

Enter a OeMlefnan, l. 

Gent* Arm- yourself, my lord; 
' • Rossano, who but now escaped the garden,' • 
' Has gatherM In the street a band of rioters. 
Who threaten you and all your friends with ruin, 
Uolesii Lothario be returned in safety. 

Bci. By heaven, their fury rises to my wish : 
Nor shall misfortune know my house alone ; 
Bat thou, Lothario, and thy race, shall pay roe 
For all the sorrows which my age is cursed with. 
I think my name as great, my friends as potent. 
As any in the state ; all shall be summon' d ; 
I know that all will join their hands to ours. 
And vindicate thy yengeance. Wlien our force 
Is full and arm'd, we shall expect thy sword 
To join with us, and sacrifice to justice. 

[Exeunt Sciolto and Gentleinan, l. 
'" AU, A frightful heavy gloom comes o'er my mind, 
A dismal sullen stillness, that succeeds 
The storm of rage and grief, like silent death. 
After the tumult and the noise of life. 
Would it were death, for I am sick of living ! 
Love was the infoiming, active fire within : 
Now that is quench'd, the mass forgets to move. 
And longs to mingle with its kindred earth. [Exitf r. 

. END OF ACT IV. 
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ACT V. 

SCENE I. — A Room hung with Black; Lothaiiio*8 
Body on the Bier^ c. — a Table, with a ScuU and 
other BoneSy l. c. — a Book and a Lamp oti it, 

Calista. dUeoveredj seated* 

Cat. 'Tis well : this pomp of horror 
Are fit to feed the frenzy in my soul. 
Here is room for meditation, even to madness. 
Till the mind burst with thinkinsr. This dull flame 
Sleeps in the socket. Sure the book was left 
To tell me something :-> For instruction then,— 
He teaches holy sorrow and contrition, 
And penitence. — Is it become an art then ? 
A trick that lazy, dull, luxurious gownmen 
Can teach us to do over ? 1*11 no more on*t. 

[ Throwing away the Booi» 
I have more real anguish in my heart, 
Than all their pedant discipline e*er knew. 
What charnel has been rifled for these bones? [RUeSm 
Fie ! this is pageantry. — ^They look uncouthly ; 
But wh'ftt of that, if he or she that ownM 'em. 
Safe from disquiet sit, and smile to see 
The farce their miserable relicks play ? 

[Goe9to the Bier. 

But here*s a sight is terrible indeed ! 

Is this that haughty, gallant, gay Lothario ? 

That dear perfidious— Ah I— how pale he looks I 

How grim with clotted blood .* and those dead eyes^! 

Ascend, ye ghosts I fantastic forms of night. 

In all your di fferent dreadful shapes ascend. 

And match the present horror, if you can I 

Enter Sciolto, l. 

Set. This dead of night, this silent hour of darkness. 
Nature for rest ordain *d, and soft repose ; 
And yet distraction, and tumultuous jars. 
Keep all our frighted citizens awake. 
Amidst the general wreck, see where 6he stands. 
Like Helen, in the night when Troy was sack'd, 
iSpectatress of the mischief which she made. 
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Cat. It is Sciolto. Be thyself, my soul ! 
Be strong to bear his fatal indignation ; 
That he may see thou art not lost so far. 
But somewhat still of his great spirit lives 
In the forlorn Calista. 

Set. Thou wert once 
My daughter. 

C£U. Happy were it, I haddy*d. 
And never lost that name. ^ 

SeL That's something yet. 
Thou wert the very darling of my age : 
1 thought the day too short to gaze upon thee ; ' 
That all the blessinj^s I could gather for thee, 
By cares on earth, and by my prayers td heaven, 
Were little for my fondness to bestow : 
Why didst thou turn to folly, then, and curse mi»4^ 

Col, Because my soul was rudely drawn from yoors,^ 
A poor imperfect copy of my father : 
It was, because I loved, and was a woman. 

SeL Hadst thou been honest, thou hadst been a che- 
rubim ; 
But of that joy, as of a gem long lost. 
Beyond redemption gone, think we no more. 
Hast thou e*er dared to meditate on death ? 

CtU. I have, as on the end of shame and sorrow. 
Tis not the stoic*s lessons got by rote. 

Set Ha ! answer me : Say, hast thou coolly thought ? 
The pomp of words, and pedant dissertations. 
That can sustain thee in that hour of terror : 
Books have taught cowards to talk nobly of it ! 
But when the trial comes, they start, and stand aghast. 
Hast thou consider*d what may happen after it ? 
How thy account may stand, and what to answer ? 

Cat. Tve turn'd my eyes inward upon myself. 
Where foul otTence and shame have laid all waste ; 
Therefore my soul abhors the wretched dwelling. 
Awl longs to find some better place of rest. 

Sei, *Tis justly thought, and worthy of that spirit 
That dwelt in ancient Latian breasts, when Rome 
Was mistress of the world. I wou'd go on, 
And tell thee all my purpose ; but it sticks 
Here at ipy heart, and cannot And a way. 

CaL Then spare the telling, if it be a pain. 
And wtiie the meaning with your poniard here. 

SeL O. truly gaess'd !— See'st thou this trembling 
hand?— [Holding v^ a Dagger, 

D 
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Thrice justice arged,— «nd thrlce.'the slackening sinews 

Forgot their office, and confessed the father : 

At length;the stubborn virtue has prevailed ; 

It must— it must be so.-O, take it then, r^„„^ 

[Giving the Dagger, 

And know tlie rest untaught ! . 

Col. I understand you. 
It is but tbus, and both are satisfiM. 

I8he offers to kill hertel^f : SciOLtd coichei 
hold of her Arm. 

Set, A moment, give me yet a moment's space, 
The Stern, the rigid judge has been obcy'd ; 
Now nature, and the father, claim their turns. 
I've held the balance With an iron hand. 
And put off every tender human thought. 
To doom my child to deTBith : but spare my eyes 
The most unnatural sight, lest their strings crack, 
My old brain split, and I grow mad with horror. 

Col, Ha, is it possible ! and is there yet 
Some Utile dear remain of love and tendetness 
For poor undone Galista, in^your heart? 

Sci. O I when I think what pleasure I took in thee, 
What joys thou gavest me in thy prattling infancy. 
Thy sprightly wit, and early blooming beauty ; 
How have I Itood, and fed my eyes upon thee ; 
Then, lifting up my hands, and Wondering, ble4tthfee ! 
By my strong grief, my heart even melts within me ; 
I could curSe nature, and that tyrant,' honout, 
For making me thy father and thy judge ; . 

Thou art my daughter still. lEmrace, 

€al. For that kind word. 
Thus let me fall, [Ifncr?/*.] thus humbly to the earth, 
Weep on your feet, and bless you for this goodness. 
O ! 'tis too much fot this offending wretch, 
This parricide, that murders with her wimes, 
Shortens her father's age, and cuts him off, ^ 
Ere little more than half his years be number d, 

Sci. Would it were otherwise !— but thou must die, 

Cal. That I must die, it is my only comfort : 
Death is the privilege of human nature. 
And life without it were not worth our taking : 
Gome, then, and take me now to thy cold arms, 
Thou meagre shade, — here let me breathe my last, 
Charm'd with my father's pity and forgiveness. 
More than if angels tuned their golden viols, , 
And i?ung a requiem to my parting soul. 
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Enter a Gentleman, l. ctnd eigne ta Sviolto, irAo diS' 

wUeee him. 

Sci, Vm summonM hence : my assembled friends ex- 
pect me. 
There is, I kno ^ not what, of sad presage, 
That tells me, I shall never see thee more ; 
If it be so, this is our last farewell, 
An^ these the parting pangs which nature feels. 
When anguish rends the heart- strings.— Oh, my daugh- 
ter! [^Exit SciotTO, s,, 

CaJ. (l. c.) Now think, thou curst Calista, now behold 
The desolation, horror, blood, ^d ruin. 
Thy crimes and fatal folly spread around. 
And see, another lAjured wretch is come, 
To call for justice from my tardy hand. 

Enter Ajutamoxt, i.. 

Alt, Hail to yott, horrors ! hail, thou house of death ! 
And thou, the lorely mittress of these shades, 
Whose beauty gilds the more than midnight darkness, 
And makes it grateful as the dawn of day. 
Oh, take me in, a feUow mourner with thee ! 

Cal. 1 know thee well, thou art the injured Alta- 
mont: 
Thou comest to urge me with the wrongs l*ve done 

thee ; 
But know I stand Upon ibe brink of' lif^, 
And in a moment mean to set me ftree 
From shame and thy upbraiding. 

Alt. FaUely^ ftiteely 
Dost thou accuse me. Oh, forbid me not 
To raottm thy loss. 

To wish some better fale had ruled our k>ves, 
And that Galista had been mine and true I 

Cat, O, Altamont, 'tis hard for souls like mine. 
Haughty and fierce, to yield they've done amiss. 
But, O^ behold ! my proud disdainful heart 
Beads to thy gentler virtue. Yes, I own. 
Such i» thy truth, thy tendernesa, and love, » 

Such are the graces that adorn thy youth, 
That, had f not been fatal to destruction, 
Wi^ thee I might have lived for ages blessed. 
And died in peace within^thy faithful arms. 

Mmier Horatio, l. 

Hffr. Now nuHua indeed, ye miserable pair ; 

D 2 
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For now the measnre of your woes is foil !— 
The great, the good ScioUo dies this moment. 

Cai, My father I 

Hor» Not long ago he privately went forth, 
Attended but by few, and those unbidden. 
I heard which way he took, and straight pursued him ; 
But found him compassM by Lothario's faction. 
Almost alone, amidst a crowd of foes. 
Too late we brought him aid, and drove them back ; 
Ere that his frantic Yalour had provoked 
The death he seemM to wish for from their swords, 

[Hon. and Alt. lean on each other. 

Col, And dost thou bear me yet, thou patient earth ? 
Dost thou not labour wilh thy murderous weight 1 
And you, ye glittering, heavenly host of stars. 
Hide your fair heads in clouds, or I shall blaaif yoa ; 
For I am all contagion, death, and ruin. 
And nature sickens at me ! Rest, thou world ; 
This parricide shall be thy plague no more : 
Thus, thus, I set thee free. [Stab$ kene{f, 

Hor, [Runt to herJ] O, fatal rashness ! 

filter SciOLTO, (l.) pale and bloody, tupporied bw 
two Genttemeny and followed by two othert^ with 
, drawn Sworde. ' _ .,, 

Col. O, my heart ! 
Well may*st thou fail ; for see, the spring' that fed 
Thy vital stream is wasted, and runs low. 
My father ! Will you now, at last, forgive me. 
If, after all my crimes, and all your sufferings, 
I call you once again by that dear name ? 
Will you forget my shame, and those wide woandi t 
Lift up your hand, and bless me, ere I go 
Down to my dark abode. 

Sc£. Alas, my daughter I 
Thou hast rashly ventured in a stormy sea. 
Where life, fame, virtue, all were wreckM and lost, 
fiat, sure, thou hast borne thy part in all the anguifh. 
And smarted with the pain. Then, rest in peace : 
Let silence and oblivion hide thy name. 
And save thee from the malice of posterity : 
And may*8t thou find with heaven the same forgito- 

ness. 
As with thy father here. — Die, and be happy. 

Cal, Celestial sounds ! Peace dawns upon my soul. 
And avery pain grows less* Oh, gentla Altamont, 
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Think not too hardly of me when I*m gone ; 
But pity me. Had I but early known 
Thy wonderous worth thou excellent young man, 
We had been happier both. Now, *tis too late : 
And yet my eyes take pleasure to behold thee ; 
Thou art their last dear object— Mercy, heaTen! 

[Die9. 
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CRITICAL REMARKS 
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OK THE 



TRAGEDY 0¥ GBORGE BARNWELL. 



Thk play of Georf e Barnwell is from tlie pen of ^ 
Lillo, who dared to divert tragedy from tbd affiiirs 
•f kings and nobles, to the sorrows, crimes, and mis- 
fortunes, of every-day life. In fenera], when tliis 
attempt has been snccessfully made, it has been found 
to produce sensations of deeper and more afflicting 
ajB^ony than attends the representation of the woes of 
the ordinary heroes* We sympathise more, with 
those whose condition more nearly approaches oar 
own, I • 

This assertion has been most signally prored in 
two of the plays of the author before us. The 
'* Fatal Curiosity," and ^ Arden of Feversham,** 
were, it is said, interim pted by the audience in the 
scenes where the father goes, stimulated by. his wife, 
to biurder bis unknown son; and where tiie hired 
assassins steal in to slay Arden, sitting liap|Mr and 
4inoonscious of his impendiiiig nttsfortane' witn bis 
supposed friend, and. his beloved btit guilty .wife. It 
kM>ked too. like an actual cold-blodded ,aurder, ami 
the people assembled would ibave . oousideiredr then^ 
selves accomplices if they did not inter&i^ to pievuni 
it • ■ / 
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We must fay, howeyer, that George Barnwell it 
not his most saccessfal piece of writing, considered 
in any point of view. The compositioli is meagre, ^ 
and the developement of the plot unartificial. By "^ 
making Barnwell die good and repentant, he has 
made him a better moral, but a worfe dramatic, cha« 
racter. He has here forsaken the bid ballad from 
which he deriired the story. In that — George escapes, 
betrays Millwood — gets *' to sea straightway," and 
the end of his life sliows that he continued to plunge 
deeper into guilt, for» 

4 

^ **Fer murder in Polonia 
Was Barnwell hang'd in cbaiDS.*' 

It would have served Ia11o*4( purpose better had he 
adhered to his text, and represented the total depra- 
vation of an originally virtuous mind, by indulgence 
in vice at first eomparattvelv triviaU As it atnids 
now, it is only in tlie stvle ot the Newgate Calendar, 
•or a newspaper report of the *^ becoming coadact'* of 
a contrite onender at the gallows. 

It is played annually for the edification of the city- 
apprentices. A play ot gross ribaldry, **• The London 
Cuckolds," had formerly received this honour T^^ien it 
was the fiuhion for the players to hngh at the citizens. 
The sttbsdtution was made by Garriok^ and it is no 
doubt so far an improvement. Yet who can refrain 
from amtlinff at the means adopted to attain the end 
proposed ? Weak must be the head of that apprentioe 
who would be deterred fit>m crime by auch a. play as 
this ; and equally weak the head of aim who, m tiie 
present state of metropolitan morals, could imagine 
thatany practical lesson could be deduced from it A 
.differepit race of apprentices exists in the days of 
4jieorge IV. from that of the days of queen EJiiabetfa**^ 
and. we mast add also, a very dtmrent race of Millwoods. 
The stage is, besides, ill employed, in preaching the 
lessons of JBow-street or the Tread-ndll. 
' ^ Nor, perhaps, if we look %t it -in a higher point o€ 
view, can we claim for it the praise of moral exain]D4e 
which has sometimes been %et up in its fiivoar. iJie 



yottng mind b by aach lesioiM taugbt the way to sin. 
The revelry and nappy life of BarAwell, before detec- 
tion, will make a aeeper impression than bis agony 
afterwavdfr It will be thiNig^ tkat these apcreeable 
results may be obtained, and greater care taken to 
avoid discovery. Then, too, the horror and shame 
of a fmblic execation are kept oat of sl^ht by the 
condolence of friends, the symfiathy of his master, 
aind the pare and soul-stirring love of Maria for the 
murderer. Government, after long patronizing the 
publication of the Newgate Calendar, found at .last 
that they were really publishing a manual for the in* 
•traction of culprits, and discontinued it. If the 
play of Geori^e Barnwell have any effect, it must be 
of the same kind, and its representation should share 
the same fate. 

Few actresses like to perform Millwood : Mn, Sid- 
dons, however, redeemed the part. It is said that she 
took it accidentally, on a very short notice, to supply 
the place of a lady who had tor some reason declined 
performing it. She at first objected to the proposal 
as ridicnlofiis, but on hearing her brother, John 
Kemble, read the principal passages, she felt 
that she could make the part effective, and accord- 
ingly consented. Charles Kemble is the best Bam- 
well we have. 
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PROLOGUE, 

SPOKEN BY MR. GIBBER, JUN. 



The tragic Muse, sublime, delighM to show 
Princes distressM, and scenes of royal woe ; 
In awful pomp, majestic, to relate 
The fall of nations, or some hero's fate : 
That seepterM chiefs may by example know 
The strange Ticissitude of things below : 
Wlwt dangers on security attend ; 
How pride and cruelty in ruin end : 
Hence Providence supreme to Ildow ; and own 
Humanity adds glory to a throne. 

In eyery former age, and foreign tongue. 
With native grandeur thus the goddess sung. 
Upon our stage, indeed, with wish'd success, 
You*ve sometimes seen her in a humbler dress ; 
Great only in distress. When she complains 
In Southern's, Rowe*s, or OtWay's moTing strainit, 
The brilliant drops that fall from each bright eye. 
The absent pomp, with brighter gems supply. 
Forgive us, then, if we attempt to show. 
In artless strains, a tale of private woe. 
A London 'prentice ruin'd is our theme. 
Drawn from the fiuned old ;3ong, that bears his name* 
We hope your taste is liot so high« to scorn 
A moral tale, esteem*d ere you were born ; 
Which, for a century of rolling years, 
Has flird a tfaottsand-tbousand eyes witii tears 
If thoughtless youth to warn, aad abaiie Mie ago 
From vice destructive, well beeonlts the siage ; 
If this example innocence secure. 
Prevent our guilt, or by reflection cure ; 
If Millwood's dreadful guilt, and sad despair. 
Commend the virtue of the good and fair, 
Though art be wanting, and our numbers faf^. 
Indulge th* attempt, in justice to the tale. 



EPILOGUE. 

WRITTEN BY COLLEY CIBBER, ESQ. AND 
SPOKEN BY MRS. GIBBER. 



Since fate has robb*d me of the hapless youth. 
For whom my heart had hoarded up its truth ; 
By all the laws of love and honour, now, 
Tm free ag^ain to choose, — and one of y^u* 

But soft, --with caution first 1*11 round me peep. 
Maids, in my case, should look before they leap : 
Here's choice enough, of various sorts, and hue, 
The cit, the wit, the rake cock'd up in cue, 
The fair spruce mercerand the tawny Jew. 

Suppose I search the sober gallery.— Nq, 
There's none but 'prentices, and cuckolds all a row. 
And these, I doubt, are those that make them so. 

[Pointing to the boxtM 
*Tis very well, enjoy the jest : — but you,; 
Fine powder'd sparks ; — ^nay, I am told 'tis true« 
Your happy spouses can make cuckolds too. 

'Twixt you and them, the diff'rence this perhaps,— 
The cit's ashamed whene'er bis duck he traps ; 
But you, when madam's tripping, let her fall, 
Cock up your hats, and take no shame at all. 

What, if some favourM poet I could meet. 
Whose love would lay his laurels at my feet ? 
No, — ^painted passion real love abhors :^— 
His flame would prove the suit of crediton. 

Not to detain you then with longer pause. 
In short, my heart to this conclusion draws, 
I yield it to the hand that*s loudest in applausej 



i 



GEORGE BARNWELL. 



ACT 1. 

SCENE I.— -4 Room in Thorottgood's House, 

Enter Thohowgood, l. and Trceman, r. 

True, Sir, the packet from Genoa is arriyed. 

[Gives letters. 

Thor. HeaYeii be praised, the storm that threatened 
our royal mistress, pure religion, liberty, and laws, is 
for a time diverted; by which means time is gained to 
make such preparations on our part as may, heaven 
concurring, prevent his malice, or turn the meditated 
oiisehief on himself. 

True. He must be insensible indeed, who is not 
affected when the safety of his country is concerned.— 
Sir, may I know by what means— if I am too bold — 

2%or. Your curiosity is laudable ; and at soihe fu- 
ture period I shall gratify it with the greater plea- 
sure, because from thence you may learn how honest 
merchants, as such, may sometimes contribute to the 
safety of their country, as they do at all times to its 
happiness^; that if hereafter you should be tempted to 
any action that has the appearance of vice or mean- 
ness in it, upon reflecting on the dignity of our pro- 
fession, you may with honest scorn reject whatever is 
unworthy of it. 

' IVue: Should Barnwell or I, who have the benefit o. 
your example, by our ill conduct bring any imputation 
on that honourable name, we must be left without 
excuse. 

Thor, You compliment, young man. — [Trueman 
hows respec^'ully.] — Nay, I am not offended. As the 
name of merchant never degrades the gentleman, so by 
no means does it exclude him ; only take heed not to 
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purchase the character of complaisant at the expense of 
your sincerity. 

True, Well, sir, have you auy commands for me at 
this time ? 

Thor. Only to look carefully oyer the files, to see 
whether there are any tradesman's bills unpaid ; and if 
there are, to send and discharge them. We must not 
let artificers lose their time, so useful to the public 
and their families, in unnecessary attendance. 

[Exit Trueman, r. 

Enter M arta, l. 

Thor, Well, Maria, have you given orders for the 
entertainment-? I would Imve it in some measure wor- 
thy the'guests. Let there be plenty, and of the best ; 
that the courtiers, though they should deny us citizens 
politeness, may at least commend our hospitality. 

Maria, Sir, I have endeavoured not to wrong your 
well-known generosity by an ill-timed parsimony. 

Thor, Nay, 'twas a needless caution ; I have no 
cause to doubt your prudence. 

Maria, Sir, I find myself unfit for conversation at 
present : I should but increase the number of the com- 
pany, without adding to their satisfaction. 

Thor, Nay, my child, this melancholy must not be 
indulged. 

Maria, Company will but increase it. I wish yoa 
would dispense with my absence ; solitude best suits 
mypresent temper. 

Thor, Yon are not insensible that it is chiefly on 
your account these noble lords do me the honour so 
frequently to grace my board : should yoa be absent^; 
the disappointment may make them repent their eon* 
descension, and think their labour lost. 

Maria, He that shall think his time or honour lost in 
visiting you, can set no real value on your daughter's 
company, whose only merit is that she is yours. The 
man of quality, who chooses to converse with a gentle- 
man and merchant of your worth and character, may 
confer honour by so doing, but he loses none. 

7%or, Gome, come, Maria, I need not tell you that 
a young gentleman may prefer your conversation to 
mine, yet intend me no disrespect at all ; for though be 
may lose no honour in my company, 'tis very natural 
for him to expect more pleasure in yours. I remember 
the time when the company of the greatest and wisest 
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man in the kinipdom would have been insipid and tire- 
some to me, if it had deprived me of an opportanity of 
enjoying your mother*s. 

Maria* Yours, no doubt, was as agreeable to her ; 
for generous minds - Iinow no pleasure in society but 
where *ti9 mutual. 

Tki>r* Thou l(now*8t I ha?e no heir, no child but 
thee ; the fruits of many years successful industry mast 
all be thine i now it would give roe pleasure great as 
my love, to see on whom you would bestow it. I am 
daily solicited by men of the greatest rank and merit 
for leave to address you ; but I have hitherto declined 
it, in hopes- that by observation I should learn which 
way your inclination tends ; for as I know love to be 
essential to happiness in the married state, I had ra- 
ther my approbation should confirm your choice than 
direct it. 

Maria. What can I say ? — ^how shall 1 answer as I 
ought this tenderness, so uncommon, even in the best 
of parents ? But you are without example ; yet, had 
you been less indulgent, I had been most wretched* 
That I look on the crowd of courtiers that visit here 
with equal esteem, but equal indifference, yov have 
observed^ and I must needs confess ; yet, had you as- 
serted your authority, and insisted on a parent*s right 
to be obeyed, 1 had submitted, and to my duty sacrificed 
my peace. 

Thor. From your perfect obedience in every other 
instance, I feared as much, and therefore would leave 
you without a bias in an affair wherein your happiness 
is so immediately concerned. 

Maria, Whether from a want of that just ambition 
that would become your daughter, or from some other 
cause, I know not ; but I find high birth and titles do 
not recommend the man who owns them to my affec- 
tions. 

Thar, I would not that they should, unless his merit 
recommends him more. A noble birth and fortune, 
though they make not a bad man good, yet they are a 
jreal advantage to a worthy one, and place his virtues 
in the fairest light. 

Maria. I cannot answer for my inclinations, but they 

shall ever be submitted to your wisdom and authority ; 

and as yoU will not compel me to marry where I cannot 

love, so love shall never make me act contrary to my 

<duty. Sir, have I your permission to retire ? 

B 
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ThoT. V\\ see you to your chamber. [feVeuii*, a. 

SGENB II.— A Room in Millwood's HotHe, 

Millwood diicovered ; Lucy naiting. 

Mill, How do I look to-day, Lucy ? 

Lucy, O, killingly, madam ! A little more red, ana 
you 11 be irresistible ! But why this more than ordinary- 
care of your dress and complexion ? What new conquest 
are you aiming at T 

Mill, A conquest would be new indeed ! 

Lucy, Not to you, who make 'em every day, —but to 
me. Well, His what Vm never to expect, — ^unfortunate 
as I am : but your wit and beauty — 

Mill, First made me a wretch, and still continue me 
so. Men, however generous or sincere to one ano- 
ther, are all selfish hypocrites in their affairs with us. 
We are no otherwise esteemed or regarded by them, 
but as we contribute to their satisfaction. It is a ge- 
neral maxim among the knowing part of mankind, tnat 
a woman without virtue, like a man without honour, 
or honesty, is capable of any action, though never so 
▼ile : and yet what pains will they not taice, what arts 
not use, to seduce us from our innocence, and make us 
contemptible and wicked, even in their own opinions? 
Then is it not just the villains, to their cost, should find 
us so? But guilt makes them suspicious, and keeps 
tbem on their guard ; therefore we can take advantage 
only of the young and innocent part of the sex, who, 
having never injured women, apprehend no injury 
from them. 

Lucff, Ay, they must be young indeed. 

Mill, Such a one, I think, I have found. As I>e 
passed through the city, 1 have often observed him re- 
ceiving and paying considerable sums of* money ; from 
thence 1 conclude he is employed in alTairs of conse- 
quence. 

Lucy. I s he handsome ? 
I Mill, Ay, ay, the stripling is well made. 
I Lury. About — 

MUl, Eighteen. 

Lucy. Innocent, handsome, and about eighteen !— 
you'll be vastly happy. Why, if you manage well, 
you may keep him to yourself these two or three years. 

Mill. If I manage well, I shall have done with him 
much sooner Having long had a design on him, 
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and meeting him yesterday, T made a full »top, and 
gazing wishfully on his face, asked him his name : he 
blasheid, and, bowing yery low, answered — George 
Barnwell. I begged his pardon for the freedom I had 
taken, and told him that he was the person I had long 
wished to see, and to whom I had an affair of im- 

Sortance to communicate, at a proper time and place. 
[e named a tavern ; t talked of honour and reputa- 
tion, and invited him to my house : he swallowed the 
bait, promised to come, and this is the time I expect 

him. \^Knoeking at the door, l.]— ^Somebody 

knocks ; — d*y® hear, I am at home to nobody to-day 
but him, — [Exit Lucy, l.] — Less affairs must give 
way to those of more consequence ; and I am strangely 
mistaken if this does not prove of great importance to 
me ana him too before I am done with him. Now, after 
what manner shall I receive him ?— :*Let me consider — 
what manner of person am I to receive 7 He is young, 
innocent, and bashful ; therefore I must take care not to 
put him out of countenance at first. But then, if I have 
any skill in physiognomy, he is amorous, and, with a 
little assistance, will soon get the better of his modesty. 
1*11 trust to nature, who does wonders in these matters. 
If to seem what one is not, in order to be the better liked 
for wl^at one really is ; if to speak one thing, and mean 
the direct contrary, be art in a woman, then I know 
nothing of nature. 

Enter Barnwbx.l, l. bowing low ; Luct at a distance. 

Milt, Sir !— the surprise and joy !— 

Barn, Madam I 

Mill. This is such a favour, — {^Advancing* 

Bam, Pardon me, madam,-^ 

MUl, So unhoped for,— [Sfi^ advances: Barnwbll 
salutes Aer, and retires in eof{fnsion,y^To see you her* 
— excuse the confusion — 

Barn. I fear I am too bold. 

Mill. Alas, sir, all my apprehensions proceed from 
the fear of your thinking me so. — ^Please, sir, to sit. 
— I am as much at a loss how to receive this honour as 
I ought, as i am surprised at your goodness in confer- 
ring it. 

Barn, I thought you had expected me — I promised 
to come. 

Mill, This is the more surprising ; few men are such 
re'igious observers of their word. 
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Bam. All who are honest are. 

Mill, To one another \ l>ut w6 silly women are se)* 
dom thought of consequence enoug:h to gain a place In 
your remembrance. 

[Laying her hand on his, as by accident. 

Barn. Her disorder is so great, she don*t perceive 
she has laid her hand on mine. — Heayen, bow she 
trembles !— What can this mean ? [Aside, 

Mill, The interest I have in all that relates to yov, 
(the reason of which yoa shall know hereafter) excites 
my curiosity ; and, were I sure you would pardon my 
presumption, I should desire to know your real senti- 
ments on a Yery particular affair. 

Batn, Madam, you may command my poor thoughts 
on any subject ; I have none that I would coneeaK 

MiU, You'll think me bold ? 

Barn, No, indeed. 

Mill What, then, are your thoughts of love ? 

Bam. If you mean the love of women, I haT« not 
thought of it at all. My youth and circumstances make 
such thoughts improper in me yet. But, If you mean 
the general love we owe mankind, I think no one has 
more of it in his temper than myself. 1 do not kn<iw 
that person in the world whose happiness I do not wish, 
and would not promote, were it m my power. la an 
especial manner, I love my uncle ^and my master; but, 
above all, my friend. 

MilL Vou have ja friend, then, whom you lore ? 

Bam. As he does me, sincerely. . 

Mill, He is, no -doubt, often blest with your company 
and conversation ? 

Bam, Wo live in one housv together, aod both sarvo 
the same worthy merchant. 

Mill. Happy, happy youth I whoe'er thou art, I envy 
Aiee, and so imistail, who see and know this youth. — 
What have I lost, by being formed a woman i I hate 
my sex, myself. Had I been a man, I might, perhaps, 
have be«>n as happy in your friendship as he who 
now eiyoys it; but, as it is— Oh I— 

Bam. 1 never observed women before, or this Is, 
sure, the most beautlM of her wx.-^lAside.'] Tou seem 
disordered, madam ? may I know the cause ? 

MUl. Do not ask me,«— I can never speiik it, what- 
ever is the cause ; — I wish for things impossible : — I 
would be a servant, bound to the sane matfter as yo0 
are, to live in one house with you. 
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Barn. How strange, and yet bow kind, her words 
and actions are — and the effect they have on me, is as 
strange ! I feel desires I never knew before : I must 
begone, while I have power to go. — {^Aside.^ — Madam, 
I humbly take my leave. . 

Mill, You will not, sure, leave me so soon I i 

Bavn, Indeed, I must. 

Mill, You cannot be so cruel I I have prepared a 
poor supper, at which I promised myself your com- 
pany. 

^ ,Barn. I am sorry I must refuse the honour that 
yi>u desigdJtKl.rae ; but my duty to my master calls me 
hence. I never yet neglected his service; he is so 
gentle, and so good a master, that should I wrong him, 
though he might forgive me, I never should forgire 
myself. 

Mill. Am I refused, by the first man, the second favour 
I ever stooped to ask 1 Go, then, thou proud, hard- 
hearted youth I — But know, you are the only man that 
conld be found, who would let me sue twice for greater 
favours. 

Bam. What shall I do I — How shall I go or stay ! 

Mill. Yet do not, do not leave me ! — I wish my sex*s 
pride would meet your scorn ; but, when I look upon' 
you, when I behold those eyes — O, spare my tongue, 
and let my blushes speak !— This flood of tears, too, that 
will force their way, and declare— what won)an*s mo* 
desty should hide. 

Barn. O, heavens I she loves me, worthless as I am ; 
■her looks, her words, her flowing tears confess it :•— 
and can I leave her, then? Oh, never, ijiever ! — l^ladam, 
dry up those tears. You shall command use alw&ys : I 
will stay here for ever, if you*d have' me. 

Lucjf. So! she has wheedled him out of his virtue 
of obedience already, and will strip him of all the rest, 
one after ' another, till she has left him as f^w, as h^r 
ladyship, or myself. [Aside, 

Mill, Now you are kind, indeed; but I mean not 
to detain you always : I would have you shake off all 
slavish obedience to your master, but you may serve him 
still. 

Luejf. Serve him still 1— ay, c^ he*ll have no oppor- 
tunity of Angering his cash, and then he*}l not serve 
your end, 1*11 be sworn. , [Asiij^, 
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Enter Blunt, r. 

Bl%nL Madan, supper's on the table. 
. MiU. Come, sir ; you^U excuse all defects t-^nty 
thoughts were too much employed on my guest to ob- 
serve th0 entertainment. 
^ [Exeunt Millwood and Barnwell, r. 

-fi/im^. What, is all this preparation, this elegant sup- 
per, variety of wines^ and music, for the entertainment 
of that young fellow ? 

Xncy. So it seemB. 

BlwU, What, is our mistress turned fool at last !^ 
she's in love with him, I suppose ? 

Lucy, I suppose not,^but she designs to make him in 
love with her, if she can. 

Blunt. What will she get by that ? he seems underage, 
^and can't be supposed to have much money. 

Lucy. But his master has ; and that's the same thing, 
as she'll manage it. 

Blunt. I don't like this fooling wiUi a handsome young 
fellow : while she's endeavouring to ensnare him, she 
may be caught herself. 

ijuey. Nay, were she like me, that would certainly be 
the consequence ; for, I confess, there Is something in 
youth and innocence that moves me mightily. 

Blunts Yed, so does the smoothness and plampiness of 
ft partridge move a mighty desire in the hawk to be the 
destruction of it. 

Lucy. Why, birds are their prey, as men are ours *, 
though, as you observed, we are soraetimes caught dur- 
selves ; but that, I dare say, will never be the case with 
our mistress. 

Blunt. I wish it may prove so ; for yoH know we all 
depend upon her : should she trifle away her time with 
a young fellow that there's nothing to be got by, we must 
all starve. 

Lucy. There's no danger ofthat^ for I am sure she has 
no view in this affair but interest. 

Blunt, Well, and what hopes are there of success in 
that? 

Lucy, The most promising that can be. *Tis true 
the youth has his scruples ; but she'll soon teach him to 
answer them, by stifling his conscience* O the lad is in 
a hopeful way, depend upon it. ■ [Bxcwaty % 

ENB OF ACT I. 
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ACT II. 

SCENE h—A Room in Thorowgoodfs Howe,^ 

Enter Barnwbll, r. 

Barn, How strange are all things round me t Lik« 
iome thief, who treads forbidden ground, fearful I 
enter each apartment of this well known house. 
To guilty love, as if that was too little, already have 
I added breach of trust. A thief! Can I know* 
myself that wretched thing, and look my honest friend 
and injured master in the face? Though hypocrisy 
f may awhile conceal my guilt, at length it will be 
known, and public shame and ruin must ensue. In 
the mean time, what must be my life 7 erer to f!^)eak 
a language foreign to my heart ; hourly to iidd to tlM 
number of my crimes in order to conceal them. Sure 
such was the condition of the grand apostate, when 
first he lost his purity ; like me, disconsolate he wan* 
dered, and, while yet in heaven, bore all his future hell 
upon him. 

Enter Trvem an, l." 

True. Barnwell I O how I rejoice to see you safe 1 
io will our master and his gentle daughter, who during 
.your absence often inquired after you. 
^ Bam. Would he were gone 1 His officious love will pry 
into the secrets of ray soul. [Aside. 

Tn»e» UnleiS you knew the pain the whole family has 
f^U on your account, you cannot conceive how much you 
^ are beloved ; but why thus cold and silent ? When my 

heftrt'is full of joy for your return, why do you turn 
•away ? Why thus avoid me ? What have I done ? How are 
I altered aince you saw me last? Or rather what have 
you done? And why are you thus changed? For I am 
f till the same. ' 
'. Barn. What have I don«, indeed ? [A^ide. 

True. Not speak nor look upon me I 

b3 
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Bant. By my face he will discover all I would 
conceal : methinks already I begin to hate him. 

[Aiide, 

True. I cannot bear this usage from a friend, one 
whom till now I ever found so loving, whom yet I 
love, though this unkindness strikes at the root of 
friendship, and might destroy it in any breast but 
mine. 

Bam, I am not well. — [TVtrwin^r to A;ni.]~SIeep has 
been a stranger to these eyes since you beheld them 
last. 

True. Heavy they look, indeed, and swoln with tears ;— 
now they o*erflow ; — rightly did my sympathising heart 
forbode last night, when thou wast absent,^ something 
fatal to our peace. 

Barn. Your friendship engages you too far. My 
troubles, whatever they are, are mine alone : you have no 
interest in them, nor ought your concern for me give you 
a moment's pain. 

True. You speak as if you knew of friendship nothing 
but the name. Before I saw your grief, I felt it :— even 
now, though ignorant of the cause, your sorrow wounds 
me to the heart* 

Barn, 'Twill not be always thus : friendship and all 
engagements cease, as circumstances and occasions 
vary; and since vou once may hate me, perhaps it 
might be better for us both that now you loved me 
less. 

True. Sure I but dream! Without a cause would 
Barnwell use me thus?— Ungenerous and ungrateful 
youth, farewell, — I shall endeavour to follow your ad« 
vice. — [Goi'fi^f.]— Yet stay, perhaps I am too rash :— 
prythee forgive me, Barnwell. Try to compose your 
ruffled mind, and let me know the cause that thus trani« 
ports you from yourself ; my friendly counsel may restore 
your peace. 

Bam. All that is possible for man to do for man, your 
generous friendship may effect ; but here even that's In 
vain. 

True. Something dreadful is labouring in your breast. 
O give it vent, and let me share your grief: 'twill ease 
your pain, should it admit no cure ; and make it Ij^liter 
by the part I bear. 

Bam. Vain supposition I My woes increase by f>e!ng 
observed. Should tne cause be known, they would exceed 
all bounds. 
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TV-He. So w^U I know thy honest heart, guilt eannot 
harbour there. 

JBam. O torture insupportable J [Aside. 

Tme. Then why am I excluded ?—^Te I a thought I 
would conceal from you ? 

Bam, If still you urge me on this hated subject, I'll 
noTer enter more beneath this roof, nor see your face 
again. / 

True. *Tis strange,*— but I have done : say but you 
hate me not. 

JBam. Hate you I I am not that monster yet, 

Trme^ Shall our friendship still continue ? 

Barn. It is a blessing I neyer was worthy of, yet 
now must atand^n terms, and -but upon eondidons can 
oovSrm it. 

Trm. What are they t 

Barn. Never hereafter* though you should wonder 
at my conduety desire to know more than I am willing 
to re^real. 

True. *Ti0 hand ; but upon any conditions I must be 
your friend. 

Bam. Tiien, as much as one lost to himself can be 
another's, I am yours. [Embraeiug. 

Drue. Be ever «o, and may Heaven restore your 
pei^c« i««-But business requires our attenihiBce ; busi- 
ness, the youth's best preservative from ill, as idleness 
his worst of snares. Will you go with me ? 

Bam. 1*11 take a little time to reflect on what has past, 
and follow you.-— [£:rt( Trusm4N, l.] — I might have 
trusted Truemaa to have applied to my uncle to have 
^repaired the wrong I have done my master; but what 
of Millwood ? Shall I leave her, for ever leave her, and 
pot let her know the cause? she who loves me with 
such a boundless passion. Can cruelty be duty f I 
judge of what she then must feel, by what I now en- 
dure* How then can 1; determine? 

Enter Thorowgood, l. 

Th4tr. Without a cause assigned, or notice given, to 
absant yourself last night was a fauU, young man, and 
I cam§ to chide you for it, but hope I am prevented ; 
that modest blush, the confusion so visible in your face, 
speak grief and shame : when we have offended heaven, 
it requires no more ; and shall man, who needs him- 
self to be forgiven, be harder to appease? If my par- 
don or love* be of moment to your peace, look up se- 
cure of both. 
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Bam. This goodness has overcome me, — [Aside.'\^^ 
O sir I you know not the nature and extent of my of- 
fence ; and I should abuse your mistaken bounty to 
receive them. Though I had rather die than sp«ak my 
shame ; though racks could not have forced the guilty ' 
set^ret from my breast, your kindness has. - 

Thor, Enough, enough ; whate*er it be, this concern * 
SLOWS you are convinced, and I am satisfied. — How 
]>ainful is the sense of guilt to an ingenuous mind I — 
some youthful folly, which it were prudent not to in«. 
quire into. 

Barn, It will be known, and yon recall your pardon 
and abhor me. 

Thor. I never will ; so Heaven confirm tone the par- 
don of my offences. Yet be upon your guard in this 
gay thou^tless season of your life : when vice becomes 
habitual, the very power of leaving it is lost. 

Barn. Hear me, then, on my kniees confess-^ 

Thor, I will not hear a syllable more upon this sub« 
ject ; It were not mercy, but cruelty to hear what must 
give you such torment to reveal. 

Bam, This generosity amases and distractsime. ' 

Thar. This remorse makes thee dearer to me than If 
thou hadst never offended ; whatever is your fault, of 
this I*m certain, *twas harder for you to offend than me 
to pardon. [Exit^ i.« 

Bam. Vlllaio, villain, villain ! basely to wrong so 
excellent a man : should I again return to folly— de- 
tested thought!— but what of Millwood, then t— Why, 
'■ I renounce her;— 1 give her up; the struggle is over* 
aad virtue has prevailed. Reason may convince, but 
gratitude compels. This unlooked-for generosity has 
saved me from destruction. [^Going. 

Enter to him a Footman, l. 

Foot. Sir, two ladles, from your uncle in the country, 
desire to see you. 

Bam. Who should they be ?— [ Jf id^.]— Tell them 
1*11 wait upon them. — [Ej^U Footman, l.] — ^Me- 
thinks 1 dread to see them.— Guilt, what a coward hast 
thou made me ! — Now every thing alarms me. 

[ExUy%. 
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SCEN£ 11,-^ Another rooniin Thorowgood's houte . 
Mnter Milltvooo and Luct, r., and to them a¥ooi^ 

MAN, L. 

Foot, Ladies, he*U wait vpon you immediately* 
Mill, 'Tis very well. — I thank you. 

[Exit Footman, l. 

Enter B^|&s^, ^ ^^ 

Bam, Confusion! Mil)^ifiM* - V '»;P 

Mill. That angry look-^p^FnS^ieb(iX';^ere Vm an un- 
welcome guest ; I feared a^ much ; ttte unhappy are so 
every where. 

Bam. Will nothing but my utter ruin content you ? 

>/«7/.. Unlcind and cruel! Lost myself, your happi- 
ness is now ray only care. 

Bam, How did you gain admission ? 
1^ Mill, Saying we were desired by your uncle tb visit 
/-nd deliver a message to you, wfi were received by the 
amily without suspicion, and with much respect di- 
rected here. 

Bam, Why did you come at all 1 

Mill, I never shall trouble you more ; I*m come to 
take my leave for ever. Such is the malice of my 
fate. I go hopeless, despairing ever to return. This 
hour is all 1 have left me. One short hour is all I have 
to bestow on love and you, for whom I thought the 
longest life too short. 

Barn. Then we are to part for ever ? 

Mill. It must be so ; — yet think not that time or ab- 
sence shall ever put a period to my grief, or make me 
love you less. Though I must leave you, yet condemn 
me not. 

Bam, Condemn you ? No, T approve your resolution, 
and rejoice to hear it ; *tis just,— * tis necessary, — I 
have well weighed, and found it so. 

iMcy, Vm afraid the young man has more sense than 
she thought he had. [Aside, 

Bam, Before you came I had determined never to 
fee you more. 

Mill. Confusion ! [Aside, 

Lucy. Ay ! we are all out ; this is a turn so unex- 
pected, that I shall make nothing of my part ; they must 
e*en play the scene beti«ixt themselves. [Aside, 

MilU 'Twas some relief to think, though absent, 
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you would loye me still ; but to find you had resolved 
to east rad off— this, as 1 never could expect, I have not 
learnt to bear. 

Bam. I am sorry to hear that you blame in me a 
resolution that so well becomes us both. 

MUL I have reason for what I do, but you have 
none. 

Bam. Can we want a reason for parting, who have so 
many to wish we never had met ? 

Mill. Look on me, Barnwell ; nay, look again : — am 
I not she whom yesterday you thought the fairest and 
the kindest of her sex ? 

Barn. No more ; let me repent my former follies, if 
possible, without remembering what they were* 

MUl. Why ? 

Barn. Such is my frailty, that 'tis dangerous. 

Mill. Where is the danger, since we are to part t 

Bam. The thought of that already is too painful. 

MiU. If it be painful to part, then I may hope at 
least you do not hate me ? 

Barn. No, — no, — minever said I did,— O niy heart ! — 

Mill. Perhaps you pity me ! 

Barn. I do, — I do,— indeed, I do. 

Mill. You'll think upon me ! 

Barn. Doubt it not, while I can think at all. 

MiU. You may judge an embraee at parting too 
great a favour, though it would be the last? — [He 
draws 6a«ib.]— A look shall then suffice,— farewell for 
ever. [Rxit with Lucy, r. 

Bam. If to resolve to suffer be to conquer, I have 
conquered. Painful victory ! 

Re'Cnter Millwood and Luct, b. 

Mill. One thing I had forgot, 1 never must return 

to my own house again. This I thought proper to let 
you know, lest your mind should change, and you should 
seek in vain to find me there. Forgive me this second 
intrusion ; I only came to give you this caution, and 
that perhaps was needless. 

Bam. I hope it was, yet it is kind, and I must thank 
you for it. 

MiU. My friend, your arm. — [To Lucy.] — ^Now I 
am gone for ever. [Going. 

Barn. One thing more : — sure there's no danger In 
my knowing where you go? If you think otherwise? — 

MiU. Alas! [Weeping 
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Lucy. We are r!ght, I find, that*9 my cne. — [AHde,\ 
— Ah, dear sir, she*s going she knows not whither ; but 
go she must. 

Barn, Humanity obliges me to wish yon' well : why 
will you expose yourself to needless troubles ? 

Lucy, Nay, there's no heljp for it : she mast quit the 
town immediately, and the kingdom as soon as possible ; 
it was no small matter, you may be sure, tnat could 
make her resolve to leave you. 

Mill, No more, my friend ; since he for whose dear 
sake alone I suffer, and am content to suffer, is kind and 
pities me. Where'er I wander, through wilds and de- 
serts, benighted and forlorn, that thought shall give me 
comfort. 

Bam. For my sake I O tell me how I which way am 
I so cursed as to bring such ruin on thee ? 

Mm. To know it will but increase your troubles. 

Bam, My troubles can*t be greater than they are. 

Lucy, Well, well, sir, if she won't satisfy you, I 
will. 

Bam, I am bound to you beyond expression. 

MUl, Remember, sir, that I desired you not to hear it. 

Bam, Begin, and ease my racking expectation. 

Lucy, Why, you must know, ray lady here was an 
only child, but her parents dying while she was young, 
left her and her fortune (no inconsiderable one, I assure 
you) to the care of a gentleman who has a good estate 
of his own. 

Mill. Ay, ay, the barbarous man is rich enough !— 
but what are riches when compared to love 1 

Lucy, For a while he performed the office of a fiiith- 
ful guardian, settled her in a house, hired her servants ; 
— but you have seen in what manner she lived, so I 
need say no more of that. 

MUL How I shall live hereafter, heaven knows. 

Lucy, All things went on as one could wish, till, some 
time ago, his wife dying, he fell violently in love with 
his charge, and would fain have married her : now the 
man is neither old nor ugly, but a good personable sort of 
a man ; but I don't know it was, she could never endure 
him ; in short, her ill usage so provoked him, that he 
brought in an account of his executorship; wherein he 
makes her debtor to him — 

MUl, A trifle in itself, but more than enough to min 
me, whom, by this unjust account, he had stripped of 
all before. 

r: 
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Lucy. Now she, having neither money nor friend 
except me, who am as unfortunate as herself, he com- 
pelled her to pass his account, and giVe bond for the 
sum he demanded ; but still provided handsomely for 
her, and continued his courtship, till being informed by 
his spies (truly I suspect some in her own family) that 
you were entertained at her housed and stayed with her 
all oigbt, he came this morning raving and storming 
i like a madman ; talks no more of marriage, so there's 
no hopes of making up matters that way, but vows her 
ruin, unless she'll allow him the same favour that he 
supposes she granted you. 

Barn. Must she be ruined, or find her refuge in 
another's arms ? 

Mill. He gave me but an hour to resolve in, that*s 
happily spent with you ; and now I go. 

Barn. To be exposed to all the rigours of the various 
seasons ; the summer's parching heat, and winter's 
cold \ unhoused, to wander friendless through the inhos- 
pitable world, in misery and want ; attended with fear 
and danger, and pursued by malice and revenge ; 
would' St thou endure all this for me, and can I do 
nothing, nothing to prevent it ? 

Lucjf. 'Tis really a pity there can be no way found 
out. 

Bam, O, where are all my resolutions now ! 

Lucy. Now, I advised her, sir, to comply with the 
gentleman. 

Bam. Tormenting fiend, away ! I had rather perish, 
nay, see her perish, than have her saved by him ; I will 
myself prevent her ruin, though with my own. A mo- 
ment's patience ; I'll return immediately. [Exit^ t. 

Lucy. *Twas well you came, or, by what I can per- 
ceive, you had lost him. 

Mill. Hush !— he's here. 

{ Enter Barnwell, l. with a hag of money. 

Barn. What am I about to do?-Now you, who 
boast your reason all-sufficient, suppose yourselves in 
my condition, and determine for me ; whether tis right 
to let her suffer for my faults, or, by this small addition 
to my guilt, prevent the ill effects of what is past.— 
Here, take this, and with it purchase your deliverance; 
return to your house, and live in peace and safety. 

Mill. So I may hope to see you there again. 

Bam. Answer me not,— but fly,— lest, in the agonies 



ACT III.] GEORGB BABNWKLL. 25 
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of my remorse, I take again what is not mine to gi?e, 
and abandon thee to want and misery. 

Mill, Say but you'll come. ^ 

Bam* You at'e my fate, my heaven or my hell! 

[Exeunt Millwood and Lucr, r. 
What have I done? Were my resolutions founded or 
reason, and sincerely made ? — why then has Heaven suf- 
fered me to fall ? I sought not the occasion ; and, if my 
heart deceives me not, compassion and generosity were 
my moti?es. But why should I attempt to reason ! 
All is confusion, horror, and remorse ; I find 1 am lost, 
cast down from all my late erected hopes, and plimged 
again in guilt, yet scarce know how or why-— 

Such undlstinguish'd horrors rack my brain, \ 

Like hell, the seat of darkness and of pain. [£s<f , l. 

SND or 4et II* 



ACT III. 

♦ .*. 

SCENB 1.-*il Room in T%oro»ffood'8 House. 

Thorowoood and Trvbman Htting at a table mtk 

aecompt books, 

TTior, Well ! 1 have examined your' aeeonnts": they 
are not only just, as I have always found them, but re- 
gularly kept and fairly entered. I commend your dili- 
gence. Method in business is the surest guide. Are 
Barnwcirs accounts ready for my inspection ? he does 
not use to be the last on these occasions. ^ 

True. Upon receiving your orders he retired, 1 
thought, in some confusion. If you please, 1*11 go and 
hasten him. 

Thor, Vm now going to the Exchange ; let him know,* 
at my return, I expect to find him ready. 

{Exeunt, Thor. r., Trub. l. 

Enter Maria, r. wiih a booh : sits and reads, 

Maria. How forcible is truth? The weakest mind, 
inspired with love of that, fixed and coUoeted in itself,' 

o 3 
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with indifference beholds the united foroe of earth and 
hell opposing : such soals are raised aboYe the sense of 
pain, or so supported, that they regard it not. The 
martyr cheaply purchases his heaYen. Small are his suf- 
ferings, great is his reward ; not so the wretch who com- 
bats love with duty ; when the mind, weakened and dis- 
soWed by the soft passion, feeble and hopeless, opposes 
its own desires. What is an hour, a day, a year of 
pain, to a whole life of tortures, such as these ? 

Enter Trueman, l. ' 

True. O, Barawell ! O, ray friend, how art thou fallen I 

Maria. Ha ! Barnwell I What of him 1 Speak, say, 
what of Barnwell 1 . 

7Y*ii«^. 'Tis not to be concealed. — I*Ye news to tell of 
him that will afflict your generous father, yourself, and 
all who knew him. 

Maria, Defend us, heaven I 

True. I cannot speak it. See there. — [Gtvet a letter, 

Maria, {^Reads.^ ** Trueman,— I know my absence 
will surprise my honoured master and yourself ; and the 
more, when you shall understand that the reason of my 
withdrawing, is my having embezzled part of the cash 
with which I was entrusted. After this, *tis needless to 
inform you, that I intend never to return again : though 
this might have been known by examining my accounts, 
yet, to prevent that unnecessary trouble, and to cut off 
ail fruitless expectations of my return, I have left this 
from the lost Geobge Barnwell.'* 

Ti-ue, Lost indeed ! Yet how he should be guilty of 
what he there charges himself withal, raises my won- 
der equal to my grief. Never had youth a higher sense 
of virtue. Justly he thought, and as he thought he prac- 
tised ; never was life more regular than his ; an under- 
standing uncommon at his years ; an open, generous 
manliness of temper ; his manners easy, unaffected, and 
engaging. 

Maria, This and much more yon might have said 
with truth. He was the delight of CTery eye, and joy 
of every heart that knew him. 

True, Since such he was, and was my friend, can I 
support his loss! See the fairest and happiest maid 
this wealthy city boasts, kindly condescends to weep 
for thy unhappy fate, poor ruined Barnwell ! 

Maria* Trueman, do you think a soul so delicate as 
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his, so sensible of shame, can e*er submit to live a 
slave to Tice ? 

True. Never, never. So well I know him, I'm sure 
. this act of his, so contrary to his nature, must have been 
^ caused by some unavoidable necessity. 

. Maria. Are there no means yet to preserve him 7 
* True. O that there were I But few men recover re- 
putation lost. A merchant never. Nor would he, I 
fear, though I should find him, ever be brought to look 
his injured master in the &ce. 

Maria. I fear as much, and therefore would never 
have my father know it. 

True. That's impossible I 
! Maria. What's tne sam ? 

True, 'Tis considerable. I've marked it here, to 
showit, ivith the letter, to your father, at his return. 

Maria, If I should supply the money, could you so 
dispose of that and the account, as to conceal this un- 
happy mismanagement from my fattier ? 

True. Nothing more easy; but ^an you intend it? 
Will you save a helpless wretch from ruin? Oh I 
't>rere an act worthy such exalted virtue as Maria's. 
Sure heaven, in mercy to my friend, inspired the ge- 
nerous thought. 

Maria. Doubt not but I would purchase so great a 
happiness at a much dearer price. But how shall ho 
be found ? 

True. Trust to my diligence for that. In the nfban 
time, I'll conceal his absence from your father, or And 
ftuch excuses for it, that the real cause shall never be 
suspected. 

Maria, In attempting to save from shame one whom 
we hope may yet return to virtue, to heaven, and you, 
the judges of this action, I appeal, whether I have done 
any thing misbecoming my sex and character. 

TYue. Earth must approve the deed, and heaven, I 
doubt not, will reward it. 

Maria. If heaven succeed it, I am well rewarded. A 
virgin's fame is sullied by suspicion's slightest breath ; 
and therefore, asjthis must be a secret from my fother 
and the world, for Barnwell's sake — ^for mine — let it be 
so to him. [Exeunt Maria, r. Trueuan, l. 



r 3 



fS OEOR6S BARBiWEUU [acT III* 

/ SCENE Ih-^MUlwood's Houge, 

^ Enter Lucr, u and Blunt, r. 

Lucy, Well ! -what do yon think of Miilwood^s eon* 
duct now ? 

Blunt. I own it is surprising ; I don*t know which to 
admire most, her feigned or his real passion ; though 
t haYe sometimes been afraid that her avarice would 
discoTer her: but his youth and want of experience 
make it the easier to impose on him. 

iMcy, No, it is his love. To do him justice, not* 
withstanding his youth, he don*t want understanding ; 
. but you men are much easier imposed on, in these af- 
^ fairs, than your vanity will allow you to believe. Let 
me see the wisest of you all as much in love with iner, 
as Barnwell is with Millwood, and 1*11 engage to make as 
great a fool of him. 

Blunt, And, all circumstances considered, to make as 
much money of hint too ? 

Lucjf. 1 canH answer for that. Her artifice in making 
.him rob his master at first, and the various stratagems 
^ by which she has obliged him to continue in that course, 
astonish even me, who know her so well. 

Blunt. But then you are to consider that the money 
was his master^s. 

Lucu. There was the difficulty of it.— Had it been his 
own. It had been nothing. Were the world his, she 
might have it for a smile :— but those golden days are 
done; — he's ruined, and Millwood's hopes of farther * 
profit there are at an end. 

Blunt. That's no more than we all expected. 

Lucy. Being called by his master to make up his ac- 
counts, he was forced to quit his house and service, and 
wisely flies to Millwood for relief and entertainment. 

Blunt, How did she receive him ? 

Luey. As you would expect. — She wondered what he 
meant, was astonished at his impudence, — and, with an 
air of modesty peculiar to herself, swore so heartily that 
she never saw him before, that she put me out of coun- 
tenance. 

Blunt. That's much indeed I But how did Barnwell 
behave 7 

Lucy. He grieved, and, at length, enraged at this bar- 
barous treatment, was preparing to be gone ; and, mak- 
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in|f toward the door, showed a bag of money which he 
had 9lolen from his master, — the last he*» ever like to 
have from thence. 

BIujU. But then, Millwood ? ! 

Luev, Ay, she, with her usual addre^. . retiimed to 
her old arts of lying, swearing, and dissembling. — Hung 
on his neck, and wept, and swore 'twas meant in jest ; 
till the easy fool, melted into tears, threw the money 
into her lap, and swore he had rather die, than think 
her false. 

Blunt, Strange infatuation I ' 

Lucy* But what followed was stranger still. As 
doubts and fears, followed by reconcilement, ever in- 
crease love, where the passion is sincere ; so in him it 
caused so wild 9 transport of excessive fondness, snch 
joy, such grief, such pleasure, and such angaish, that 
nature in him seemed sinking with the weight, and the 
eharmed soul disposed to quit his breast for hers« 
—just then, when every passion with lawless anarchy 
prevailed, and reason was in the. raging tempest lost, 
the cruel, artful Millwood, prevailed upon the wretched 
youth to promise what I tremble but to think on. 

BlwU, I am amazed t what can it be ? 

Luey, You will be more so, to hear it is to attempt 
the life of his nearest relation, and best benefactor. 

Blunt. His uncle I whom we have often heard him 
speak of as a gentleman of a large estate and fair cha- 
racter in the country, where he lives [ 

Lury. The same. She was no sooner possessed of tlie 
last dear purchase of bis ruin, but her avarice, insatiate aa 
the grave, demands this horrid sacrifice. , 

. Blunt, 'TiA time the world was rid of snch a moa^ 
ster* There is something so horrid in murder, that 
all other crimes seem nothing when isompared to that. 
— I would not be involved in the gailt of that for all 
the world. 

tuey. Nor I, heaven knows; therefbre let 9% 
clear ourselves by doing all that is in o«r power to 
prevent it. I have just thought of a way, that to me 
seeais probable. Will you join wiUi me to detect this 
cursed design? 

Blunt. With all my heart. How else shall I clfear 
myself 2 He who knows of a murder intendeil to be 
committed, and does not discover It, In tiM 0ya of tite 
law, and reason, is a murderer* 

c3 
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Lucy. Let us lose no time ! — 1*11 acquaint you with the 
particulars as we go. [Exeunt^ l. 

t 

SCENE III. — A malk at tome distaneej from a 
country seat.-^Lights down. 

Enter Barnwell, r* 

fiarf». A dismal gloom obscures the face of day • 
either the sun has slipped behind a cloud, or journeys 
down the west of heaven, with more than common 
speed, to avoid the sight of what I*m doomed to act. 
Since I set forth on this accursed design, where'er I 
tread, methinks the solid earth trembles beneath my 
feet. Murder my uncle ! My father's only brother ! 
who since his death has been to me a father ; — who 
took me up an infant, and an orphan ; reared me with 
tenderest care, and still indulged me with most pater- 
nal fondness; yet here I stand avowed his destined 
murderer : — I stiffen with horror at my own impiety ! 
*Tis yet unperformed. — What if I quit my bloody 

Surpose, and fly the place ! — [Going^ then «fop#.]— 
ut whither, O whither shall I fly ! My master's once 
friendly doors are ever shut against me ; and without 
money Millwood will never see me more, and life is 
not to be endured without her; she's got such Arm 
possession of my heart, and governs there with such 
despotic sway ; ay, there's the cause of all my sin 
and sorrow : 'tis more than love ; 'tis the fever of 
the soul, and madness of desire. In vain does nature, 
reason, conscience, all oppose it ; the impetuous passion { 
bears down all before it, and drives me on to lust, to 
theft, and murder. Oh conscience ! feeble guide to 
virtue, who only shows us when we go astray, but 
wants the power to stop us in our course. Ha ! in 
yonder shady walk I see ray uncle. He's alone. ^ 
Now for my disguise. — [Plucks out a vizor.]— This 
is his hour of private meditation. Thus daily he pre- 
pares his soul for heaven, whilst I — But what have I 
to do with heaven ? Ha 1 No struggles, conscience— 

Hence I hence remorse, and ev'ry thought that's 
good ; 

The storm that lust began, must end in blood. 

[Puts, on the vizor ^ drams a pistol, and exU^ R. 
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SCENE IV.— il Cut Wood. 

Enter Uvclb, b. u. n. 

Uncle. If I were superstitious, I should fear* some 
danger lurked unseen, or death were nigh : a heavy 
melancholy clouds my spirits ; my imagination is filled 
with ghastly forms of dreary graves, and bodies changed 
by death. 

Enter Gborsb Barnwell at a distance, r. u. b. 

O death, thou strange mysterious power, seen every 
day, yet never understood, but by the incommunicative 
dead, what art thou ? The extensive mind of man, that 
with a thought circles the earth*s vast globe, sinks to 
the centre or ascends above the stars ; that worlds exotio 
finds, or thinks it finds, thy thick clouds attempt to pass 
in vain. Lost and bewildered in the horrid glooro,-~de- 
feated, she rcftums more doubtful than before ; of nothing 
cenain, but of labour lost. 

[During this speech, Barnwbll sometimes presents 
the pistol, and draws it back again ; at last he 
dHtps it, at which his uncle starts, and draws 
his sword."} 

Bam, Oh, His impossible. 

Uncle. A man so near me, armed and masqued ! 

Barn. Nay, then there's no retreat; 
[Plucks a poniard from his bosom, and stabs Tiim. 

Uncle, Oh ! I am slain ! All gracious heaven^ regard 
the prayer of thy dying servant. Bless, with thy choicest' 
blessings, my dearest nephew ; forgive my murderer, and 
take my fleeting soul to endless mercy. 

[Barnwell /Aron« off his mask, runs to him, and^ 
I kneeling by him, raises and chqfes him. 

Barn. Expiring saint 1 Oh, murdered, martyred 
uncle I Lift up your dying eyes, and view your nephew 
in your murderer. — O do not look so tenderly upon me. 
Let indignation lighten from your eyes, and blast me 
ere you die.— By heaven, he weeps, in pity of my 
woes. Tears, — ^tears, for blood. The murdered, in 
the agonies of death, weeps for his murderer. — O, speak 
your pious purpose, — pronounce my pardon then, and 
take me with you. — He would, but cannot. O why 
with such fond affection do you press my murdering 
hand ! What I will you kiss me l—lKisses his hand,^ 
UJNcas groans and c/te«.]— Life that hovered on his lips 
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but till he bad sealed my pardon, in tbat sigh ex- 
pired. — He's gone, for ever, — and oh ! I follow. — 
[Swoons away upon his uncle's dead body,^ — Do I still 
live to press the suffering bosom of the earth? Do I 
still breathe, and taint with my infectious breath the 
wholesome air? Let heaven, from its high throne, in 
justice or in mercy, now look down on that dear mur- 
dered saint, and me the murderer, And, if his vengeance 
spares, let pity strike and end my wretched being. Mur- 
der the worst of crimes, and parricide the worst of mur- 
ders, and this the worst of parricides. 

O, may it ever stand alone, accurst. 

The last of murders, as it is the worst. [Extt, r . 

END OF ACT III* * 



ACT IV. 

SCENE I,^A room in Thorowgood*s house. 

Bolder Maria, r., Trueman, l. 

Maria. What news of Barnwell ? 

True, None. I have sought him with the greatest 
diligence, but all in vain. # 

Maria, Doth my father yet suspect the cause of his 
absenting himse) f ? 

True, All appeared so just and fair to him, it is not 
possible he ever should ; but his absence will no longer 
be concealed. Your father's wise ; and, though he 
seems to hearken to the friendly excuses I would 
make for Barnwell, yet I*m afraid he regards them 
only as such, without suffering them to influence his 
judgment. 

Maria, How does the unhappy youth defeat all our 
designs to serve him * yet I can never repent what we 
have done. Should he return, Hwill make his reconcilia- 
tion with my father easier, and preserve him from future 
reproach from a malicious unforgiving world. 

Enter THOROveoooD and Lucy, i^ 
Thor. This woman here hasgiven me a sad, (and, bating 
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ome circumstances) too probable account of BarnweH's 
defection. 

hney. I am sorry, sir, that my frank confession of ray 
former unhappy course of life should cause you to suspect 
ray truth on this occasion. 

. TAor. It is not that ; your confession has in it all 
the appearance of truth. — \^To tAew.]— Among many 
other particulars, she informs me that Barnwell has 
been influenced to break his trust, and wrong me, at 
several times, of considerable sums of money ; now, 
as I know this to be false, I would fain doubt the 
whole of her relation,— too dreadful to be willingly 

Maina, Sir, your pardon ; I find myself on a sud- 
den so indisposed, that I must retire. Poor, ruined 
Barnwell ! Wretched, lost Maria ! [Aside,^Exit^ R. 

Thor, How am I distressed on every side ! Pity for 
that unhappy youth, fear for the life of a much valued 
friend— and then my child— the only joy and hope of 
ray declining life. Her melancho j increases hourly, 
and gives me painful apprehensions of her loss.— O 
Trueman I this person informs me, that your friend, at 
, the instigation of an impious woman, is gone to rob and 
murder his venerable uncle. 

True. O execrable deed! I am blasted with the 
horror of the thought. 

Lucy, This delay may ruin all. 

Tfcor. What to do or think I know not ; that he ever 
wronged me, I know is false ; the rest may be so too, 
there is all my hope. 

True, Trust not to that ; rather suppose all true than 

lose a mom6nt*s time ; even now the horrid deed may 

. be a-doing ; dreadful imagination ! or it may be done, 

and we are vainly debating on the means to prevent 

what is already past.> 

Thor. This eamestnf'ss convinces me that he knows 
more than he has yet discovered. What ho ! withodi 
there ! who waits ? 

Order the groom to saddle the swiftest horse, and pre- 
pare himself to set Out with speed. An affair of life 
and death demands his diligence. — [Exit Servant, l.] 
— For you, whose behaviour, on this occasion, I have 
no time to commend as it deserves, I must engage 
your farther assistance. Return and observe this 



34 OBORGE BARNWELL. [aCT IV, 

Millwood till I come. I have your direction, and 
will follow you as soon as possible.— [ffjrif Lucy, l.] 
— Trueman, you I am sure would not be idle on this 
occasion. [EjcU, l. 

True, He only who is a friend can judge of my dis- 
tress. [Exity R. 

SCENE n.—Millwood*i house. 

Enter Millwood, l. 

liRlL I wish I knew the eyent of this design ; the 
attempt wfthout success would ruin him. Well I 
what have I to apprehend from that ? I fear too much. 
The mischief being only intended, his friends, in pity 
of his youth, turn all their rage on me. I should have 
thought of that before. Suppose the deed done, then, 
and then only I shall be secure ; or what if he returns 
without attempting it at all ? But he is here, and 1 
have done him wrong ; his bloody hands show he has 
done the deed, but show he wants the prudence to 
conceal it. 

Efgter Barnwell, bloody ^ l. 

Bam. Where shall I hide me 7 Whither shall I fly 
to avoid the swift, unerring hand of justice? 

Mill, Dismiss those fears ; though thousands had 
pursued you to the door, yet, being entered here, you 
are safe as innocence ; I have such a cavern, by art 
so cunningly contrived, that the piercing eyes of jea- 
lousy and revenge may search in vain, nor find the 
entrance to the safe retreat. There will I hide you if 
any danger's near. 

Barn, O hide me from myself, if it be possible ; 
for while I bear my conscience in my bosom, though 
I were hid where roan*s eye never saw, nor light e*er 
dawned, *twere all in vain. For that inmate, that 
impartial judge, will try, convict, and sentence me 
for murder ; and execute me with never-ending tor- 
ments. Behold these hands all crimsoned o*er with 
my dear uncle's blood ! Here's a sight to make a sta- 
tue start with horror, or turn a living man into a 
statue. 

Mill, Ridiculous ! Then it seems you are afraid of 
your own shadow ; or what*8 less than a shadow, your 
conscience. 
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Barn, Though to man unknown I did the accursed 
acr, what can we hide from heaven's omniscient eye ? 

Mill. No more of this stuff ; what advantage have 
you made of his death ? or what advantage may yet be 
made of it ? Did you secure the l^eys of his treasure ; 
those no doubt were about him : what gold, what 
jewels, or what else of value have you brought me ? 

Barn. Think you I added sacrilege to murder? 
Oh ! had you seen him as his life flowed from him in 
a crimson flood, and heard him praying for me by the 
double name of nephew and of murderer ; alas, alas ! 
he knew not then that his nephew was his murderer ; 
how would you have-^wished as I did, though you had 
a thousand years of life to come, to have given them 
all to have lengthened his one hour. But being dead, 
I fled the sight of what my hands had done, nor could 
I, to have gained the empire af the world, have violated 
by theft his sacred corpse. 

MUl, Whining, preposterous, cantinff villain, to mur- 
der your uncle, rob him of life, nature s first, last, dear 
prerogative, after which there's no injury, then fear to 
take what he no longer wanted ; and bring to me your 
penury and guilt. Do you think 1*11 hazard my reputa- 
tion, nay my life, to entertain you 1 

Barn. Oh I Millwood ! this from thee !— but I have 
done ; if you hate me, if you wish me dead, then are 
you happy ; for oh ! *tis sure my grief will quickly end 
me. 

Mill, In his madness he will discover all, and involve 
roe in his ruin ; we are on a precipice from whence 
there's no retreat for both, — ^then to preserve myself.— 
[PaM*e».]— There is no other way ; 'tis dreadful; 
but reflection comes too late when danger's press- 
ing, and there's no room for choice. It must be done. 
^ {^Ringt, 

Enter a Servant, b. 

Fetch me an officer and seize this villain ; he has con- 
fessed himself a murderer. Should I let him escape, 
I justly might be thought as bad as he. 

{Exit Servaj^t, l. 
Barn. O Millwood I sure thou dost not, cannot 
mean it. Stop the messenger, upon my knees I beg 
you, call him back. — [Knccte.]— 'Tis fit I die, indeed, 
but not by you. I will this instant deliver myself 
into the hands of Justice; indeed 1 will, foi deMh is 
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all 1 wish. But thy ingratitude so tears my wounded 
soul, 'tis worse ten thousand times titan death with 
torture. 

Mill. Call it what you will, I am willing to live, 
and liYe secure ; which nothing but your death can 
warrant. [Barnwell me«. 

Bam, If there be a pitch of wickedness that seats tlie 
author beyond the reach of vengeance, you must be 
secure. But what remains for me, but a dismal dun- 
geon, hard-galling fetters, an awful trial, and ignomini- 
ous death, justly to fall unpitied and abhorred ? After 
•death to be suspended between heaven and earth, a 
dreadful spectacle, the warning and horror of a gaping 
crowd. This I could bear, nay wish not* to avoid, had 
it come from any hand but thine. 

Enter Blumt, Officer^ and AUendemiUf l. 

MUL Heaven defend me ! Conceal a murderer ! here, 
sTir, talce this youth into your custody : I accuse him of 
murder, and will appear to make good mv charge. 

\^Th€V $eize him. 
Ham, To whom, of what, or how shall I complain I 
1*11 not accuse her : the hand of heaven is in it, and this 
thepupishmeat of lust and parricide. 
Be wam*d, ye youths, who see my sad despair. 
Avoid lewd women, false as they are fair. 
By reason guided, Miest joys pursue : 
The fair, to hoYiour and to virtue truC; \ 
Just to herself, will ne'er be false to you. 
By my example learn to shun my fate : 
(now wretched is the man who s wise toolate !) 
Ere innocence and fame and life be lost. 
Here purchase wisdom, cheaply, at my cost. 

[Exit, with Officerg, l. 
9fiU, Where's Lucy? why is she absent at such a 
time ? 

Bltmt, Would I had been so too I Lucy will soon b9 
here, and I hope to thy confusion, thou devil I 
MUL Insolent ! this to me. 

Blunt, The worst that we know of the devil is, that 
he first seduces to sin, and then betrays to punishment. 

[Exit, L. 

'Mill. They disapprove of my conduct — ^my ruin is 

resolved ; I see my danger, but scorn it and them. I 

was not bom to fall by such weak instruments. (Going. 
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Enter TnoRowoooD, l. 

TAor. Where is this scandal of her own sex, and 
emrse of ours ? 

Miil. What mcaas this insolence 1 Whom do you 
seek? 

Thor. Millwood. 

Mill, Well, you ha?e found her, then. I am Mill- 
wood. 

T%or. Then yon are the most impious wretch that 
e'er the sun beheld. 

MiU, From your appearance, I should haye expected 
wisdom and moderation ; but your manners belie 
your aspect. What is your business here? I know 
you not. 

Thor. Hereafter you may know me better ; I am 
Barnweirs master. 

M//. Then you are master to a villain; which I 
think is not much to your credit. 

nor. Had he been as much above thy arts, as my 
eredit is superior to thy malice, I need not have blushed 
to own him. 

JIIilL My arts ! I do not understand you, sir ! If he 
has done amiss, what's that to me ? Was he my servant, 
or yours ? You should have taught him better. 

TTufT. Why should I wonder to find such uncommon 
impudence in one arrived to such a height of wicked- 
ness? Know, sorceress, I am not ignorant of any of 
rour arts, by which you first deceived the unwary youth : 
know hew, step by step, youWe led him on, reluctant 
and unwilling, from crime to crime, to this last horrid 
act, which you contrived, and, by your cursed wiles, 
even forced him to commit, and then betrayed him. 

Mill. Ha 1 Lucy has got the advantage of me, and 

accused me first. Unless I can turn the accusation, and 

>flz it upon her and Blunt, I am lost. [A9ide, 

Thor. Had I known your cruel design sooner, it 
had been prelvented. To see you punished as the law 
directs, is all that now remains. Poor satisfaction I for 
he, innocent as he is, compared to you, must suffer 
too. 

Mill. I find, sir, we are both unhappy in our ser- 
vants. I was surprised at such ill treatment, from a 
gentleman of your appearance, without cause, and 
therefore too hastily returned it; for which I ask your 
pardon. I i\ow perceive you have been so far imposed 
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on, as to think me engaged in a former correspondence 
'With your servant, and^ some way or another, accessary 
to his undoing. 

Thor, I charge you as the cause, the sole cause of 
all his guilt, and all his safifering ; of all he now en- 
dures, and must endure, till a yiolent and shameful death 
shall put a dreadful period to his life and miseries 
together. 

Mill. *Tis very strange! but who*s secure front 
scandal and detraction ? So far from contributing to 
his ruin, I never spoke to him till since that fatal ac- 
cident, which 1 lament as much as you : 'tis true, I 
have a servant, on whose account he has of late fre- 
quented my house ; if she has abused my good bpinion 
of her, am I to blame ? Has not Barnwell done the same 
by you 1 

Thor, I hear yon : pray go on. 
' Mill, I have been informed he had a violent passion 
for her, and she for him ; but I always thought it in- 
nocent; I know her poor, and given to expensive 
pleasures. Now who can tell but she may have in- 
fluenced the amorous youth to commit this murder, 
to supply her extravagancies ? It must be so :. I now 
recollect a thousand circumstances that confirm it: 
1*11 have her and a man servant, that 1 suspect as au 
accomplice, secured immediately. I hope, sir, you 
will lay aside your ill-grounded supicions of me, and 
join to punish the real contrivers of this bloody deed. 

lOffergtogo. 

Thor, Madam, you pass not this way: I see your 
design, but shall protect them from your malice., 

Mill, I hope you will not use your influence, and the 
credit of your name, to screen such guilty wretches. 
Consider, sir! the wickedness of persuading a thought-- 
less youth to such a crime. 

Thor, I do,— and of betraying him when it was 
done. 

Mill. That which you call betraying him, may con- 
vince yon of my innocence. 8he who loves him, though 
she contrived the murder, would never have delivered 
him into the hands of justice, as I, struck with the horror 
of his crimes, have done. 

7%or. Those whom subtlely you would accuse, you 
know are your accusers ; and, what proves unanswerably 
their innocence and your guilt, they accused you befora 
the deed was done, and did all that was in their power 
to hare prevented it. 
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MUi, Sir, you are tery hard to be coDTinced ; but I 
have such a proof, whieh, when produced, will silence 
all objeckioBS. [Exit^ b. 

Enter Lucy, Trueman, Bluitt, Offieerty Sfe. l. 

Lucy, Gentlemen, pray plaee yourselves, some on 
one side of tiiat door, and some on the other : watch 
her entrance, and act as your prudence shall direct you. 
— This way — [To TRORowoooD.]->She's driven to the 
last extremity, and is forming some desperate resolution. 
I guest ftt her design. 

Enter Millwood with a pisUd^ r. Trueman iteunM 

her. 

True, Here thy power of doing mischief ends ; de- 
ceitful, cruel, bloody woman I 

Mill, Fool, hypocrite, villain, man I thou canst not 
call me that. 

True. To call thee woman, were to wrong the sex, 
thou devil ! 

Mill. That imaginary being is an emblem of thy 
curaed sex c(41ectad ; a mirror, wherein each par- 
ticular man may see his own likeness, and that of all 
mankind. 

True, Think not by aggravating the faults of others 
to extenuate thy own, of whieh the abuse of such 
uncommon perfections of mind and body is not the 
least. 

Mill, If such I had, well may I curse your bar- 
barous sex, who robbed me of them, ere I knew their 
worth ; then left, me, too late, to count their value 
by their loss. Another and another spoiler came, and 
all my gain was poverty and reproach. My soul 
disdained, and yet disdains, dependence and contempt. 
Riches, no matter by what means obtained, I saw 
secured the worst of Bien from both : I found it there- 
fore neeessary %9 be rich; and, to that end, I sum- 
moned all my arts. Yon call them wicked : be it so ; 
they were sweh as my conversation with your sex had 
furnished me withal. 

Tkor, Sure none but the worst of men conversed with 
thee. 

Mm, Men of all degrees and all professions I have 
known, yet found no difference, but in their several ca- 
pacities ; ail were alike wloked to the utmost of their 
power. In pride, contention, avarice, cruelty, and re- 

D 3 
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Tenge, the rererend priesthood were my unerring 
guides. From suburb magistrates, who live by ruined 
reputations, as the unhospitable natiTes of Cornwall do 
by shipwrecks, I learned that to charge my innocent 
neighbours with my crimes, was to merit their protec- 
tioD ; for to screen the guilty is the less scandalous, 
when many are suspected ; and detraction, like darkness 
and death, blackens all objects, and leTels all distinc- 
tion. Such are your venal magistrates, who favour 
none but such as, by their office, they are sworn to pn^ 
nish: with them not to be guilty, is the worst of 
crimes ; and large fees, privately paid, are every need- 
ful virtue. 

Thor, Your practice has sufficiently discovered your 
contempt of laws; both human and divine ; no wonder, 
then, that you should hate the officers of both. 

Mill, I hate you all ; 1 know you, and expect no 
mercy ; nay, 1 ask for none. I have done nothing that 
I am sorry for ; I followed my inclinations, and that 
the best of you does every day. All actions are alike 
natural and indifferent to man and beast, who devour, 
or are devoured, as they meet with others weaker or 
stronger than themselves. 

Thor, What pity it is, a mind so comprehensive, 
daring and inquisitive, should be a stranger to religion's 
sweet, but powerful charms I 

Mill. I am not fool enough to be an Atheist, though 
I have known enough of men*s hypocrisy to make a 
thousand simple women so. Whatever religion is in 
itself, as practised by mankind, it has caused the evil 
you say It was designed to cure. War, plague, and 
famine have not destroyed so many of the human race, 
as this pretended piety has done ; and with such bar- 
barous cruelty, as if the only way to honour heaven 
were to turn the present world into hell. 

Tkor, Truth is truth, though from an enemy, and 
spoke in malice. Yon bloody, blind, and superstitious 
bigots, how will you answer this ? 

Mill, What are your laws, of which you make your 
boast, but the fool's wisdom, and the coward's valour ; 
the instrument and screen of all your villanies, by 
which you punish in others what you act yourselves, 
or would have acted, had you been in their circumstances. 
The judge who condemns the poor man for beiog 
a thief, had been a thief himself had he been poor, 
ftiua you go on deceiving, and bein^p deceived, ha- 
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rassiny,' and plaguing, and destro3riDg one another; 

but women are your universal prey. 

Women, by whom you are the source of joy, 
With cruel arts you labour to destroy : 
A thousand ways our ruin you pursue, 

. Yet blame in us those arts, first taught by yon. 
O dray, from hence, each violated maid, 
"By flattering, faithless, barb*rous man betrayM ; 
When robbM of innocence, and virgin fame, 
From your destruction raise a nobler name ; 
To right their sex*s wrongs devote their mind. 
And future Millwoods prove, to plague mankind. 

lExeunif hi. 

BND or ACT IT. 



ACT V. 

8CENE I.— il Dungeon, a TabU and Lamp^ BariT" 

WELL, reading. 

, Enter Thobowciood, l^ 

Thar, See there the bitter fruits of paiBion's detested 
reign, and sensual appetite indulged — severe reflec- 
tions, penitence, and tears. 

Barn. My honoured, injured master,, forgive this last 
unwilling disrespect, — indeed, I saw you not. 

Thor. 'Tis well ; I hopo you weve betier employed in 
viewing of yourself ; — I sent a reverend divine to teach 
you to impreve it, and should be glad to hear of his 
success. 

Bam. The word of truih, which he recommended 
for my constant companion in this my sad retirement, 
has at length removed the doubts I laboured under. 
Prom thence I've learned the infinite extent of heavenly 
mercy ; that my offences, though great, are not unpar- 
donable ; and that it is not my interest only, but my 
duty to believe, and to rejoice in that hope; — so shall 
,*)eaven receive the glory, and future penitents the pro- 
tit of my examole n d 
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' Thor. Go on.— How happy am I who live to see 
this ! 

Bam. *Tis wonderful, that words should charm de- 
spair, speak peace and pardon to a murderer*s consci- 
ence ;— but truth and mercy flow^in every sentence, at- 
tendeid with force and energy divine. How shall I de- 
scribe my present state of mind ? I hope in doubt^-and 
trembling I rejoice. — I feel my grief increase, even as 
my fears give way.— Joy and gratitude now supply 
more tears than the horror and anguish of despair be- 
fore. 

Thor. These are the genuine signs of true repent- 
ance — ^the only preparatory certain way to everlast- 
ing peace. 

Bam, What do I owe for all your generous kindness ! 
but though I cannot, heaven can and will reward you. 

Thor, To see thee thus, is joy too great for -words. 
Farewell. — Heaven strengthen thee ! — Farewell. 

Barn, O ! sir, there's something I could say, if my 
sad swelling heart would give me leave. 

Thor, Give it vent awhile, and try. 

Bam, I had a friend, — His true I am unworthy, yet 
methinks your generous example might persuade ;>- >• 
could I not see him once before I go from whence 
there's no return ? 

Tkor, He*s coming, — and as much thy friend as ever ; 
but I'll not anticipate his sorrow, — ^too soon he*ll see 
the sad efifeot of this contagious ruin.— I must retire to 
Indulge a weakness I find impossible to overcome.*— 
[Atide,'\ — Much loved, — and much lamented youth,—* 
Farewell.— Heaven strengthen thee I —eternally fare- 
well. 

Barn, The best of masters and of men— Farewell. 
While I live let me not want your prayers. 

Thor, Thou shalt not ; — ^thy peace being made with 
heaven, death is already vanquished. Bear a little lon- 
ger the pains that attend this transitory life, and cease 
from pain for ever. {Exit^ l. 

Barn, I find a power within that bears my soul abov- 
the fears of death, and, spite of conscious shame and 
guilt, gives me a taste of pleasure >more than mortal. 

Enter Trueman, l. 

Bam,' Trueman,-*my friend, whom I so wished to 
see ! yet now he's here I daie not look upon him. 

[ Weep. 
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• True, O Barnwell ! Barnwell ! 

Bam, Mercy ! Mercy ! gracious heaven ! For death, 
but not for this, was I prepared. 

True. What have I suffered since I saw you last! — 
what pain has absence given me I — But oh ! to see thee 
thus! 

Bam, I know it is dreadful ! I feel the anguish of 
thy generous soul ; but I was bom to murder all who 
love me. [^Both weep. 

True, I came not to reproach you; — I thought to 
bring you comfort. O had yon trusted me when first 
the fair seducer tempted you, all might have been pre- 
vented. 

Barn, Alas, thou knowest not what a wretch I*ve 
been. Breach of friendship was my first and least of- 
fence. — So far was I lost to goodness ; so devoted to 
the author of my ruin ; — that had she insisted on my 
murdering thee, I think I should have done it. 

True, Prythee aggravate thy faults no more. 

Bam, I think I should f — thus good and generous as 
you are, I should have murdered you I 

True, We have not yet embraced, and may be inter- 
rupted. Gome to my arms. 

Bam, Never, never will I taste such joys on earth ; 
never will I so soothe my just remorse. Are those 
honest arms and faithful bosom fit to embrace and to 
support a murderer ? — ^These iron fetters only shall clasp, 
and flinty pavement bear me ;-«-even these too good for 
such a bloody monster. 

True, Shall fortune sever those whom friendship 
joined? Thy miseries cannot lay thee so low, but love 
will find thee. Upon this rugged couch then let us lie, 
for well it suits our most deplorable condition. Here 
will we offer to stern calamity,~this earth the altar, 
and ourselves the sacrifice. — Our mutuid groans shall 
echo to each other through the dreary vault. Our sighs 
shall number the moments as they pass, wad mingling 
tears communicate such anguish, as words were never 
made to express. 

Bam, Since you propose an intercourse of woe, pour 
all your griefs into my breast, and in exchange take 
mine. — lBinbraeing,'\— Where's now the anguish that 
you promised ? You have taken mine, and make me no 
return. Sure peace and comfort dwell within these 
arms, and sorrow cannot reproach me while I am here ! 
This, too, is the work of heaven, who, having before 
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spoke peace and pardon to me, now sends thee to eon^ 
firm it. O take, take some of the joy that oTerflows 
my breast ! 

Enter Kbbpisr, l. 

Keeper, Sir. lExU^.h, 

True. I come. 

Barn, Must you leaTe me ! Death would soon have 
parted ua for ever. 

7'rue. O, my Barnwell, there is yet another task be- 
hind ; again your heart must bleed for others* woes. 

Bam. To meet and part with yon I thought, was all I 
had to do on earth ! What is there more for me to do 
or suffer 1 

True, I dread to tell thee, yet it must be known ! 
Maria — 

B^rn, Oar master*s fair and TirtuouB daughter I 

True, The same. 

Darn. No misfortune, I hope, has reached that lovely 
maid ! Preserye her heaven, from every ill, to show 
mankind that goodness is your care. 

True, Whatever you and I have felt, and more, if 
more be possible, she feels for you. 
. Bam. This is, indeed, the bitterness of death I [Agidc, 

TVice. You must remember, for we ail observed it, 
for some time past, a heavy melancholy weighed her 
down. Disconsolate slie seemed, and pined and lan- 
guished from a cause unknown ; til^ hearing of your 
dreadful fate, the long-stifled flame biased out, and in 
the transport of her grief, discovered her own lost state, * 
while she lamented yours. 

Barn\ ( Weeping^ Why did not you let me di^ and 
never know it 1 

True. It was impossible ; she makes bo secret of her 
passion for you, and is determined to see you ere yon 
die ; she waits for me to introduce Iter. [Exit, l. 

Barn. Vain, busy thoughts, be still ! What avails it 
to think on what I might have been ? — I now am—what 
I ha?e made myself. 

Enter Trubman and Maria, l. 

Ti^e. Madam, reluctant I lead you to this dismal 
scene : this is the seat of misery and guilt. Here aw- 
ful justice reserves her public victims. This is the en- 
trance to shameful death. 

Maria, To this sad place then, no improper guest. 
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the abandoned loBt Maria brinks' despair :-~«nd see the 
subject «nd the isanse of all this world of woe«— -Silent 
and motionless he stands, as if his soul had quitted her 
abode, and the lifeless form alone was left behind. 

Barn, JastheaTen, I am your own : do with me what 
y4»n please. 

Maria, Why are your streaming'^yes still fixed be* 
low, as though ihoir'dst give the greedy earth thy sor- 
rows, and rob Bfke of my due ? Were happiness within 
your power, you should bestow it where you pleased ; 
but in your misery I must and will partake^ 

Barn, Oh ! say not so, but fly, abhor, and leave me 
to ray fate^ Consider what you are : so shall I quickly 
be to you as though I had never been. 

Maria, Wihen I forget you I must be so indeed. Rea- 
son, choi(^, virtue, all forbid it. Let women, like Mill- 
wood, if there be more such w^^men, smile in pros- 
perity, and in adversity forsake. Be it the pride of 
virtue to repair, or to partake, the ruin such have made. 

True. Lovely, ill-fated maid ! 

Maria, Yes, fruitless is my love, and unavailing all 
my sighs and tears. Can they save thee from approach- 
ing death ?~-from such a death! O sorrow insup- 
portable ! 

Bam, Preserve her heaven, and restore her peace ; 
nor let her death be added to my crimes !— [BeU ioll»»} 
— I am summoned to my fate. 

Enter Keeper, l. 

Keeper, The officers attend you, sir. Millwood is 
already summoned. [Exit, l. 

Bam, Tell them I am ready. Ahd now, my friend, 
farewell. — [Enbracing,^ — Support and comfort the best 
you can this mourning fair. No more. Forget not to 
pray for me,-^[Crosse8 to Maria.] — ^Would you, 
bright excellence, permit me the honour of a chaste em- 
brace, the last happiness this world could give were 
mine. — \_She inelinet towards him; they evftfrrac^.]— 
Exalted goodness ! O turn your eyes from earth and 
me, to heaven, where virtue, like yours, is ever heard. 
Pray for the peace of my departing soul. Ear.y my 
race of wickedness began, and soon has reached the 
summit. Ere nature has finished her work, and stamped 
me man, just at the time that others begin to stray, my 
course is finished. Though short ray span of life, and 
few my days, yet count my crimes for years, and I have 



46 GJBORQS BARNWBLIm [ACT V» 

ll?ed whole ages. Justice and mercy are in heayen the 
same: its atmoiit seTerity is mercy to the whole, — 
thereby to cure man*s folly and presumption, which 
else would render eyen infinite mercy vain and ineffec- 
tnal. Thus justice, in compassion to mankind, cuts off 
a wretch like me, by one such example to secure thou- 
sands from future ruin. 

If any youth like you, in future times, 

Shall mourn my fate, though he abhor my crimes ; 

Or tender maid, like you, my tale shall hear, 

,And to my sorrows give a pitying tear : 

To each such melting eye, and throbbing heart. 

Would gracious heaven this benefit impart, 

Never to know my guilt, nor feel my pain, 

- Then must you own you ought not to complain ; 

- Since you nor weep, nor shall I die, in vain. 



ectit j^a\l Dt saioUrs. 



^a*i vv^ . (y^,. w f^,>f...'-« > ^(. J m /- W'i 



THE FALL OF ALGIERS. 



A COMIC OPERA, 



PRINTED FROM THE ACTING COPT, WITH REMARKS, 
BIOGRAPHICAL AND CRITICAL. 



To which are added, 

A OESCRIPTIOV OF THE C08TUirK,~-CA8T OF TBS CHAIIACTX|18« 
KXIT8 AND.BNTRANCBS, — RSLATIVS POSITION OF THE PEB<* 
FORMERS OS THE STAOX,— AND THE WHOLE OF THE STAGE 

BUSINESS, 

As now ^erfonned at the 

THEATRES-ROYAL, LONDON. 



EMBELLISHED WITH A FINE WOOD ENGRAVING, 
By Mr. White, ttcm a Drawing; by Mr. R. Cruik6hank. 



LONDON : 

JOHN CUMBERLAND, 19, LUDGATE HILL. 



Cotttumn 



ORASMIN.— Gold tissue body and sledVM, crimtofi omanMnted 
Hy, white Turkish trowsers, yellow morocco boots, and crimson 
turban. ^ ,. . 

ADMIRAL ROCKWARDINB.— Full dress English Admiral's 
uniform. ^ _ 

ALGBRNON ROCKWARDINB.— First Dress— Blue body and 
sleeves, purple fly with brass ornaments, white trowsers, flesh legs 
and green slippers.— -Second Dress— Blue naval uniform, white 
trowsers and blacic shoes. 

TIMdTHY TOURIST.— Chintz body and sleeves, bine and 
white striped fly jacket and trowsers, green slippers and small straw 
hat. 

GOGI BABA.— Chintz pattern body, sleeves and robe, white 
trowsers, flesh legs, green slippers and chint< turban. 

MAHMOUD.— Orange body and sleeves, black fly emamented, 
broad striped pink and white trowsers, flesh legs, green slippers, 
and turban. 

HARTLBY.— Blue naval uniform and white trowsers. « 

BEN BROWN.— White sailor's Jacket trimmed with black but' 
tons, white trowsers, white shirt, and white glazed hat. 

OMAR.— Orange body and sleeves, black fly ornamented, white 
trowsers, flesh legs, green slippers vcA. tucban. 
, SELIM.— Do. 

1st SLAVS.— Broad blae striped body and trowsers, 'red fly. 
flesh arms and legs, and green slippers. 

AM AND Aw— Silver lama tunic petticoat and trowsers, crimson silk 
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LAURETTA.— White muslin frock, lace cap, and white village 
liat. — Second Dress— Silver lama tunic petticoat and trowsers, 
damask rose-colonred scarf and veil— land white satin and rose- 
coloured turban richly ornamented. 
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The Fall of Algiers. 



ACT I. 

SCENE I. — The grounds adjoining the country resi- 
dence of the Bey, Several slaves are engaged in laif- 
ing out a garden.^^Some digging — others raising 

. walls.^ When the Symphony is finished they come/or' 
ward and join in ^> ^ 

CHORUS. 

Far from home and every pleasure, 

Parch'd beneath a burning snn, 
Sfill to build a tyrant's treasure 

Must the captive labour on. 

Though the sky's sulphureous glare 
Infect with plagues the tainted air. 
Vet still beneath the oppressive heat 
His daily toil he must repeat. 

Far from each delightful scene' 
Where in early youth he stray'd ; 

Sporting on the cheerful green, 
Or musing in the silent shade. 

Enter Mahmoud, l. s, e. nith a whip in his hand. 

Mah, What ho ! to work there — to Work, ye lazy 
trascal^. — Is this the way you employ time ? — To work, 
.1 say— -or I may chance to make you sing to a different 
tune. — [Cracks his whip — the Slaves retire to their d{f' 
ferent tasks.l — Oho ! you have no taste for nuisic like 
that ?— Then away to your several tasks ere I com- 
mence a flourish that shall make your veins tingle. — 
[Exeunt Slaves^ r. and l.] Heartless, inconsiderate 
sluggards !— to brin^ one thus out in the heat of the 
«un, whose every" beam is a blister : what can they think 
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a niaD*9 made of, I wonder ? Oh I here comes the Eng- 
lish slave I purchased lately ; — ^bat where*s his com- 
panion ? that fellow, I see, mast be looked to — ^he 
appeared a proud spirit, unwilling to work — contuma- 
cious — unbending — ^in short, an Englighman, This 
seems of a more pliant disposition: let me observe 
him. \_He retires^ l. 

Enter Timothy Toobist, r. s. e. wheeling a barrow 
fvUl q/ eartk'-ke itopi and/am himself. 

Tim, Fugh 1 it*s infernally hot— talk of Calcutta 
— talk of the black-hole there! its an icehouse, a 
Spitz bergen to this. Oh, a plague upon my rest- 
less spirit! see to what it has brought nie at last — 
1 must needs be travelling — I must needs see the 
world— egad, its my belief, the world will see little 
more of me. If I should but live, however, to escape 
from these blackguards* hands, what a great man I shall 
become ; what a figure I shall cut in the literary world 
with a published account of my travels — title page, 
narrative of a captivity among the Algerines—author, 
Timothy Tourist— size, imperial, with a whole-length 
portrait ^paper hot pressed«— price six guineas — edition 
twenty first — to be had of all booksellers frMii White- 
chapel to Chelsea. By great good luck I have preserved 
my memorandum-book, and so to add a few observations, 
that I don*t remember to have seen made in any other 
work on the same subject, [i/e seatt kinue{fon a barrow^ 
takes out a note book^ and writes,^ '' The Algerines are 
of the Mahometan religion-ogoverned by a Dey— wear 
turbans'*— 

[ While he is writing Marxoud approaches unseen^ 
and strikes him a cut with his irA^i— Timothy 
starts up, 

Mah, Ahal lazy villain, I've marked you. 

Tim, IRubbing his shoulder.^ That I'll be sworn you 
have. 

Mak, What,you want to get the whip-hand of me, ey ? 
but you'll find it won't do, I intend to set you to double 
work. 

Tim, And that's the reason you cut me in two. 

Mah, Come, come, such jesting won't pass with me : 
so take up your shovel and on with your la boar, or — 

[Lifting the whip, 

Tim, No, no, don't fatigue yomeif, I beg ; the wea- 
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ther*s warm, and I should be sorry you over-heated your- 
self on my account, such a kind-hearted— sweet-tempered 
— good looking— 

Mdk, [Roughly,'] Pshaw ! don*t presume too much on 
the mildness of my looks and manners ; but. to your bu- 
siness. The Bey returns this morning from the citadel, 
and will expect to find his gardens in a state of for- 
wardness. 

Tim. The Bey? 

Mah* Your new master,— the mighty Orasmin AbdalTah 
Ben Ubba Ben Jamin Ben Nadir Ben Seyd. 

Tim, Abdallah Ben Ubba. [ Taking <mt his note book,] 
I beg pardon ; but would you just repeat that name — a. 
little work I wish to set my hand to, if you would only 
assist me. 

Mah, Work ?— oh, we'll find you work enough. Here, 
set your hand to remove that rubbish from these walls : 
then, when you have cleared the grass-plot, piled yonder 
stone, mixed the mortar, cut the fire- wood, and fed the 
dromedaries, you may join your fellow- slaves in the 
Court-yard above, where we mete out to each his breaa 
and water. 

Tim, Gut fire-wood and feed dromedaries !—here> 
employment for a man of genius ! [Crosses to l*. 

iiah. No more words—to your labour, dog ! [ExU, r. 

Tim. Dog! — he said dog, I think [Taking o%A his 
note pook and mriting,] *** The Algerines are utterly ig- 
norant of any thing like manners.** Curse that fellow ! 
he has no more bowels for genius than a critical review; 
Ey !— he*s returning, I believe,— [f/a«ti^y resuming his 
work,] no ; its only my master, looking as doleful as an 
author whose quartos won*t selU 

Enter Algernon, r. with a spade in his hand, habited 
as a Slave (n the Moorish fashion, 

Alger, This fever of the mind is insupportable I 

Tim. Yes, its rather warm, isn*t it, sir ?— close mu^ky 
weather they have in these parts; they were always 
famous for it, yon know. 

Alger, Cursed was the hour when we first reached this 
country ! 

Tim, Yes ; we put our foot in it then, didn't we, sir? 

Alger, Amanda^oh, Amanda !— to be torn from thee 
at such a time, and left in cruel ignorance of thy fate*^ 
'tis more than I can bear ; my brain gives way-beueath 
it!— 
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71m. Vay, sir; never despond — we may chahoe to 
giTe these copper-coloured devils tht* slip yet,you know 
—your friends may come down with a ransom, and — 

Alger, Never ; you know not half the extent of my 
misfortunes. I have no friends— all shun me— all disown 
me— listen to my unhappy tale. Early in life I was the 
pride of a fond father's bosom ; whose every wish was for 
my welfare, whose every thought how to ensure it ; this 
he deemed might be done by allying me with the 
daughter of a noble house, who . would secure to me 
an accession of rank and riches — but oh ! I had seen 
Amanda, wiio, though bom in humbler life, shone forth 
unrivalled in the charms of loveliness and virtue. .Nee<* 
I^ay, that to behold was to adore ? Enough ; I wed- 
ded her ; and there commenced my miseries. 

Tim. [Aside,'] Most men*s do with marriage. I beg 
pardon, you wedded her 

Alger. Aye ; but could in vain obtain forgiveness from 
. my father, for the step that I had taken. Incensed at the 
frustration of his fondest hopes, he spurred my prayers 
for pardon, refused even to see my angel wife, and bade 
me, as I would avoid a parent's aurse, fly from his sight 
for ever ! 

Tim. [Aside,'] Lord — ^lord! — what a rare little episode^ 
this will make in my journal. 

Alger, The remainder of our unhappy story is soon . 
told ;— deserted by friends and pressed by want, we 
quitted our native land for Genoa, in whose service 1 had 
determined to enlist. 

Tim, Yet ere you could arrive, were taken by an Al- 
gerine'corsair : — having first picked dp by the way your 
humble servant, Timothy Tourist ; who, to speak the 
truth as Affairs stand at present, had just as soon you had 
left him behind. .[A roll of the tambour heard^ l.] But 
hark 1 — what mean those sounds, I wUtoder ? 

Alger, Doubtless they bespeak the arrival of the Bey. 

Tim, What, my friend ^ith the short name ? Ben 
Ubba Ben. — I shall never get that fellow into my jour 
sal. 

Alger. It seems that we must shortly appear before him 
in order to have our names duly registered. 

Tim. Thi'n if ever you look to be free, sir, stick to 
the advice I gave you at first, and don't tell him your*s. 
If they ^iid you are a gentleman, they'fl demand the 
mort \QT your ransom ; say yon are my brother or cousin, 
or 8om« pitiful Hopkins or Jenkins. 
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Alger, I will observe ; but feariny temper in his pre- 
setlce, when I reflect that my beloved Amanda may at 
thlftt very moment be a prey to some such lawless ruffian ; ' 
shrieking within his fell resistless grasp-^the thought 
distracts' me ! 

Ttm, Its far from being a composing one, certainly, sir; 
and I don't wonder at its gi^irig you some unpleasant little ' 
shoottng pains just hereabouts. \Pointlng to his head.^^ 
But fare you well, sir ; I must away to get a peep at our* 
new lord and master— a terrible fellow, I dare be sworn 
— ^who thinks no more of whipping oflf heads, than they 
would in England of thinning an apple-tree, Ecod I I 
hope ray codlin will be one he'll allow to grow ripe on 
^ts own stump. [Exit^ l. 

*" Alger, Alas ! the hopes of life's early morning — ^how 
have they all fled from me ? What have I now to liv© 
fofr ? Amanda, my beloved, my last remaining joy, art 
thou not wrenched from me for ever 1 

SONG. — Algernow. 

The mid-day sun was bright on high,/ 

The white sail caught its burning ray,— ' 
The Waves were calm, and clear the sjLy, 

As ^ut our bark its liquid way. 
li^ttle thought tiiat smiling noon 

Might still a night of tempest be ; 
I .little thought— alas J . how soon 

My true love would b6 torn from me ! 

Night fell around — ^the Corsair came. 

And fierce the rage of battle roar'd ; 
With tongues of thunder, lips of flame, 

.Their strength the deadly cannons pour'd. 
Still— still above the trampled slain, i 

Girt by the few who yet were fr6e, 
I fought— iesisted — strove — in vain*— 

My true love soon was torn firom'me ! 

[Exit, K« 

SCENE 11.—^ Grovt. 

Enter Cogi, leading Lauretta, l. 

^ Cogi. Come along, myd^ar, comealong— -yon aremj 
property now — and must attend to what I say. 

Laur. Your property ! you old, ugly, disagreeable 
inan; Why, didn't you tell me just no^ that I was to 
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Jman. Nay — ^but, my lord, the drowniiig wretch will 
.diog to etery plaak witbm his reiich. Are there no 
hep'es that my Algernon may have gurvived the horrprs 
pf thatdr«ftd engagement 1 aqd ev«n yet, perhaps, in 

distaqt ^laTery - 

Oru9, Impossible! banish the Tain idea^rrHad his 
•urvived the capture of tha vessel, ere this my search 
must have discovered him. Cease then to mourn for 
one now Ideked in the embrace of death, and turn to 
him who can repay iheelove for love. 

[ Takimg her by the hand^ 

Atnan. My lord, this fervour-^I must not hear thee : 
permit me to retire. 

Oras^ [LooBing his hold.^ Ungrateful woman ! have 
I not for thee .locsworu the crowded beauties of my Ha^ 
rem ? and yielded up my soul thy slave alone ? But go ! 
I will not upbraid ^hee. Go 1 and learn to think -with 
more kindness —more gratitude of him^who only lives 
to serve, to cherish, and adore thee. 

^fiOJNO.— Obasmiji and Amanda* . 

OroB, " My life, my only treasure, 

Let heav*n but make thee^mine, 
And every other pleasure 
With*transport I resign. 

Aman^ Cet^se, oh cease to grieve me, 

My heart bewails thy love ; ^ 
But never can, believe me. 
The fatal flame approve 

Both, Fare thee well !— oh fare thae well : 

Higher duties. 
Other beauties, 

nX } ^^^ ^'•«»^ { my } P*Mto«»'a ^PfllJ 

[j^Xit Ay AND A, R. 

Orois* Relentless beauty ! how my soul j^vaXs fpr t|)e 
blest; nioment when I may call thee mine I But shotud 
this hitslitand— this Algernon, indeed, survive^ how ;ih^ll 
I act ? resign to a vile Christian slave charms fit^ to 
Afck our ' prophiet*& pv^di^e ? i^e ver ! -^efer I , ' 

Enter Coei, leading LtLTftLBTTk^ veiled, l. j 

Cogi, This way, my d^jir. 

Oras, Nqw, Cogl, I bade thee look out for a damsel 
to attend on the fair Amanda— the fruit of thy search? 
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'^ CQffi. {^Unveiling Lauretta, who curUieg.'\ Very 
sweet fruit, my lord — from the ripe buBches of fe* 
males, that were set out for sale, I plucked this llttls 
blooming muscadel. 

Oras. Good — I admire thy choice much. 

Cogi. The devil! I hope not top much. [Asiar^ 

Oras, Come hither, fair one; you arr of English 
birth ? 

Laur, [Cnf*tseying,^ If yon please, your reyerence. 

Oroi. Say then, how art thou disposed to wait on a 
fair natiye of thy country, and share with her the plea- 
sures our southern climes afford ? 

Laur, I'm disposed to share with "her every kind at 
pleasure your reverence pleases ; but what shall I bs 
expected to do in return 1 ^ 

' Oras. Simply to keep her company — to sit and talk 
With her. 

. Laur. Oh ! if tklking is all- that is necessary, I'll 
warrant me in that respect. 

Oras. £aough: Cogi, conduct this darage;! to the 
apartment of her mistress ; .and see that she be habited 
as becomes the attendant of Orasmin's destined bride. 

Laur, Thank, your worship. {^Curtseging^ 6ros9es to 
«.]— I should prefer gold and ^qarlet, if your ttiigfatiirin 
pleases. t> 

Oras, Whate'er you will —Cogi, attend her, 

Lawr. I humbly thank your worship. Come along^ 
Cogi; — [As theg go out, Cooi attempts to kiss her hand 
■ -^he draws «p, and walks out with moek dignitgyn,'] 

Oras, There was a time when the.rustic simplicity of 
this young damsel would have had charms to movo me ; 
but henceforth I have no soul^— no thought bat for 
Amanda. 

• 

SONa.--QBASIIAK4 

Oh yss— dear love, so tepci^rly*^ 

So blindly I adoi;e thee,; 
^Dominion, wealtfi, fame, vi^j^y 

Fada worthlassall ba£oro tbeel 

Tho* other baautios swell my train. 
With reckless heart i view. them ; 

All former joys have fled — ^in vain 
I study to renew them. 

B 
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Time was, the eharms of pomp and powei, 
Ambition*8 thirst, would seize me ; 
^ Time was, the battle's thrilling hour. 

And Tictory's wreaths, could please me ; , 

But oh I — dear love, so tenderly — 

So blindly I adore thee : 
Dominion, wealth, fame, Tictory, 

Fade worthless all before thee ! 

J^ftter^MAHMOUo, l. 

Mah. My lord, two English slaves, whom' I have 
lately added to our stock, attend your Highness's pre- 
sence. 

Oras. Ha ! English slaves ; bid them approach. 

[Exit Mahmoud, l. 
How, if one of these should prove the husband of 
Amanda ? Impossible ! I will still think that he no 
longer lives to cross me in my projects. 

Re-enter Mahmoud, l. with Algersok and Timotbt. 

Oras. Overseer, a word in private. 

Tim, Now, sir— [To Algehnon, aside,'] Be cauti- 
ous, on your life : remember you are my cousii). 
Bless me I its very awful to stand in the presence of so 
self-willed a personage, who holds^ as it were your 
veiy throat in nis gripe. He shall find, however, that 
I know how to address him in becoming terms ; bul 
\?hether to approach him with Chinese Kortou, or 
Turkish Sal&m, I confess I've not made up my mind. 

Mah. Now, Christians, approach, and pay your ho* 

mage. 

[O RASH AN advancee — Algernon slightly inelines his 

/bead— Timothy crosses to c. boms c^fter the Turkish 

fashion several times* ^ 

Oras. Enough ! your numes and rank ? 

Tim. Great sun of the celestial system— Brother of 
the moon, and first cousin to^ their little highnesses the 
stars— bright — 

Oras, To the point !— your name and rank ? 

Tim, I can't boast of much rank, great sun of the ce- 
lestial system. Our family is as ancient as other peo- 
ple's, I dare say ; but the fact is, we have long lost 
sight of our genealogical genealogy : my name is Tourist 
— ^Timothy Tourist, at your. Highness's service.. 

Oras, And your companion ? 
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Tim, A cousin of mine— another branch of the Tou- 
rists, your Highness— not very like me, youll say, per- 
haps ; but we can*t all be good-looking alike, you know 
—a fine fertile family tho* we were always reckoned-^ 
your Highness shall hear : first, there was uncle George 
— he settled in Birmingham, vulgarly called Brum- 
magem, a place where the buttons come from, your 
Highness. 

Mak. Silence, slave I his Highness would interrogate 
your comrade. 

Oras, Christian— [To Algernon.] I have observed, 
during thy fellow-slaves* forward garrulity, thy sullen 
eyes were never raised from the earth. What is the 
cause of such despondency 7 

Alger, I am in slavery : my indignant heart swells 
while I own it. 

Orcu, Allah hath indeed given thee o'er to servitude ; 
but so that you do your duty, you shall not find me 
a hard task-master. i(give orders that you shall not be 
beaten. 

Alger. [Crosses to c^indignanllp.'] Beaten ! beaten! 
Tf one of your whips e*er pollute this body, by the im- 
mortal heavens I will wash out the stain in blood 1 
~ Tim, He*ll betray himself for certain.— [^siJe.] I 
must bring him off. You heard what he said, your 
Highness 1— A stubborn, hot-headed fool I its just like 
him. His aunt Deborah used always to say, when he 
went about robbing the orchards in Devonshire, said 
she: your Highness has heard of Devonshire 7— fa- 
mous for eider and clotted cream— rsaid she 

Oras. {Turning from him,} Two low-bom arti- 
sans, *tis plain. 
, Tim. Said she— 

Oras. Silence. 

Tim. [Aside.] So these are your Eastern manners, are 
they ? He little thinks how I'll show him up in my 
journal. 

Oras. A thought strikes me that may assist my views 
on Amanda. Mahmoud, you may retire awhile. I 
would confer with these slaves alone. 

[Mahmoud bows eatd exit, r. 

Tim. What has he got in his head now, I wonder. 

Oras. Christians, come hither — ^Wish you for liberty ? 

Alger. More than for life. 

Oras. And would do much to gain it ? 

Alger. Name the price. 

B 2 
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I 

(h'as. MltfaiD my harem r«8t8 a fair Eni^lUh . Ittdy, 
whom I love. Her husband was slain in the eog^^s- 
ment that made her a captire; but as her owti -eyea 
witnessed not his death, she is still unwilling' to believe 
it, and rejects my suit, in, the vain hope that lie may yet - 
be living'. 

Aiger. Ha! 

OroM, Now, as natives of the same clime, you may 
be supposed to have known his person ; to have feufi^ht 
in the same ship ;> in brief, to have beheld him faU.-— 
Declare as mvKHi to her, and you are free. 

Tim, [Eafferly,'\ Free!— lt*s a bargain. — Say no 
more, your Highness — it*B a bargaUi. What was the- 
poor devil's name? 

Orai, Algernon Roekwardine. 

Alger, Almighty powers T ITimotht tstandtt'a^uuU 

Oras, How ! You knew him ? 

Tim. {^Recovering his se^f'possesiion,] Knew him!-'— 
Ha, ha, ha! [Laughing*^ It's very comical; isn't it, 
Sammy? [To Algernon.] Very comical, that he 
should have jiitohed upon us I Why, h^ was our mas- 
ter, your Highness. 

Orcu, Your master? 

Tim* Yes, he was our master ; and we were his ser* 
vaqts. — Ha, ha, ha I — Many is the sdund drubbing he 
has given me in his day. He is answering for it now 
tho'— Ha, ha, ha ! Laugh, sir, laugh, or you are lost. 

{To AlgbrMton tuide^ 

Orat, This is beyond my hopes: such testimony 
cannot be impeached. You will accept then my offsir 
of freedom, by performing the enjoined conditions ? 

Alger, I will do so, and pledge my word to remove 
from the lady*s mind each doubt a» to her husband's 
fate. 

Orat. *Ti8 well : in a fsw hours I will conduct you 
to her presence, the rest I leave to fortune. Mahmoud ! 

{CaUing^B,, 

Enter Mahmoud, r. 

Ere long I would confer with these slaves again ; dis- 
pose them therefore apart from the rest, and see them 
treated with all indulgence. Retire. {Exit Oraskin, l. 
Mah, Indulgence, indeed i I should not have thought 
of it. Well, if I must I must; so come along, 
[Gri^jf.] and may-be TU toss you a handful of beatu, 
or mix up some meal in your water-trough ; tho' I l^ato 



8C9NS IV.] TBI FAIiIi OF AJ^«IBI|8.v 17 

pftiapering a GhriB^l^iii stonoiMK— Why, v'luat afis lb« 

■laTe 1 [ Observing Ai<obrnon n7iray>€ i» thought, 

. Alger. Freedom I no,- no ; she is bere— rl sila^ oxtoo 

more olasp her to m j bosom, and wp will did together. 

[Algernon rushen outi I|« 

Tim*. Good Mr* Mussulmat), pray go first. 

Mah, [Rougkly,] I won*t. 

Tim. Then don*t. £^xif, MAnuovn/olloiving* 

SCENE IV. — A splendid Chamber y hung with the 

richest Drapery, 

JEnler Amanba, a. ^ 

Aman. In vain I fly from room to room ; their gaudy 
splendour mocks my misery : yet *tis something to have 
escaped Orasmin*s presence. Alas ! alas ! why will 
be thus persecute a wretched female, whose heart is 
buried with her lord in the depths of the devouriag 
8aa* __^ 

SONG.— Amanda. 

Oh the accents of love — ^^can they ever a|fain 

Speak peace to this desolate soul ; 
When o*er my lire*s lord the deep floods of the main 

Now darkly and mournfully roll ? 

Oh no ! let them search in my Algernon's grave, 
Would they learn where my heart is entombed ; 

Let them pierce to those chambers beneath the dark 
wave, 
No sun-beam hath ever ilium *d. . 

But let them not hope to revive it with sighs, 

Or reach it with accents of love ; 
•Twill mock their endeavours ; for buried it lies, 

With fathomless waters above I 

Enter Lauretta, h. tumptuoutly habited' 

Laur. Your ladyship's servant. [Curtseging.Ji You see 
I've not been long at my toilet ; found a dress to my 
mind directly. 

Aman, So, ray pnor girl, you were made captive 
like myself, and torn from everything that you value on 
earth? 

Laur, ITntent upqti her S^efU,"] Yes. tarn from 

B 3 
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Who with remorseless bosom, parts 
The links that friendship wove ! 

Who breaks be'tween two faithful hearts 
The bonds entwined by love. 

His country's scorn, in lasting shame — 
' Oh .t let the demon dwell. 
Who thus deg-rading manhood's name, ' 
Would turn our earth to hell I 

[Exit, H. 

SCENE 11,— The Gardens of the Seraglio, surrounded 
by a high Wall ; in the front a Kiosk or Turkish 
Summer 'house, ndth a door in Oie middle^ and a 
window on either side. 

Enter Almaide, Zaida, and Lauitetta, l. 

Laur. Well, but ladies^ are wejiever alloifed to go be- 
yond the garden walls ? 

Zaidm, Never; it were as m«ch ae our lives were 
worth to attempt it. 

Lqwr. Then what's the use of giving us these fine 
elothes^ if we are not to be seen in them ? 

Zaida. It is the Bey's pleasure that we should wear 
them. 

l,aw. A. fig for his pleasure, if I can't /4QJI0W my own. 
Pray, ma'am, [To Almaide.] how long have ye beea 
Qooped up in this horrible* page ? 
. Alma* About throe years. I was the Bey's favourite 
when I first arrii^ ; he was very constant to me, and 
never thought of aoy one else for full three weeks. 

IMur, He left you at last though? 

Alma, Yes-, at last, at the end of the three weeks.— t 
But. I assure you, I was the envy of our whole sisterhood 
ft>r retaining his affection sk> long ; was'nt I, Zaida ? 

Zaida, THftt you were— I can remember it well.- 

Laur, Dear, dear, what a life you ladies lead. Well^ 
go your ways ; I^oubt I shall not like this place long. 
— ^Would I were quit of it — \$uX I suppose there's littl« 
hope. of my eirer retiming, home. Heigho! it's very 
provoking. 

SONG .^Lauretta. 

Ilere, like the gem that ocean hides 
* Beneath its dark unfathom'd tides, 

'Tis mine in closest gloom to lie, ' 
And shine unrnark'd by mortal eye. 
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. Here, Hkii the secret flowe)* that bll»w$ 
Within the forest*s lone reptose, 
'Tis mine in silence and in shade 
Ufigprac'd to bloom^ — unwept to fade ! 

[^At the conclusion Timothy appears above the garden ■ 

walL 

Tim^ Alia ! my little merry ones — how d*ye do— how . 
d'ye do 7 {Nodding famUiarly. 

Alm» Heavens, Zaida ! — ^look there ! — look, Lauretta, ' 
if it isn't a man. 

JLaur, Well — what then ?^a man's not a mad-bull, 

Zaida, Shall we run 1 

Aim, Yes, Zaida, don't let us. lose a moment. 

[Neither stir, 

Tim. [Beckoning,^ I say, pretty creatures. 

Zaida. Audacious ! — who can he be speaking to? 

Laur, Why to us, to be sure ; didn't you hear him say 
pretty creatures ? 
. Tim. There's nobody near. I think I'll descend. 

Aim. Ha! look — If he is not coming down! — ^run,. 
run-— we shall all be ruined ! come along, Lauretta, [£w- 
deavouring to lead her out.] the deuce take the girl, she 
won't stir. 

{They run out, n* s. b. — ^I^aubxtta remains while' 
Timothy descends. 

Laur, ELun I run!-^who*s afraid? I'm sure the good* 
looking young man will do one no mischief. 

Tim. So, so; there's one remains. I'll address her 
after the fashion of her country. [Approaching Lauret- 
ta, L. and falling on his fence.] Deign, oh thou radiant 
star of beauty ; — nutmeg of. fragrance — honeycomb of 
sweets 

Laur. Sir? 

Tim. Concoction of all nature's rarest charms^*— 

Laur* It's no use your speaking such fine stuff to me. 
I can't understand one word you say. You'll excuse; 
me, but I'm an English maiden, and used to plain 
speaking. 

I Tim. [Jumping up, "I'i Then yovL plump little cherry- 
cheel^'d rogue, you are the sweetest of your sex, Turk 
or Christian, in or out of trowsers ; — do you understand - 
that? 

Laur, Yes now, there's sopie sense in that. 

Ttm. I thought so ;— that's a mode of speech will 
Audits way to the comprehension of most women, \ be* 
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finiiTl .^M^ik^ cavrght in these gardens, he would be (fli^o|»- 
ped limb from limb to feed the royal menagem. . 

[TiBlOTdY, mhQ has ^artljf opened the dnor qf 
the kiosk, expresses great h4yrror. 

EnterO MAR and two Attendants, t. 

Omar, Cogi, lend your aid ; a slave has been seen to 
leap the Seraglio .walls, and is no^ oonceard withia 
4hese gardens. ♦ • 

Cogi, Aha ! then my suspicions were true. Oh ! yo« 
wicked little devils ! search the .grounds directly, searcli 
every tr<;e, bush, bramble ^nd sbriib* 

Laur» Uodo&e for ever ! 

QUINTETTO. 

' Xauabtta, Zai0a, Cooi, Omar, aitfl Timotht. 

<?o^r^> Searfch, search the grounds : he must be near. 
-Omar, f We'll secure him — never fsar. 

{_They draw their Swords, and retire l. and r.— 
TiMotHY appears at the door in great alarm, 
Laur, What^must be done ? 

'Saida. He cannot fly. 

Tim, Can't he, Indeed ? — at least he*ll try, 

'Laur. Nay — they*re returning — spare your painar. 

Zaida. Vain every effoft — ^vow or prayer. 

[JEnier Ouar and Cogi, l. and r. 
Omar. Still there's a spbt unsearch'd remains. 

If no where else, he must be there, 
\;Tkey point to the Kiosks and are preparing, to 
enter^-when Lavretta and'ZAiDA interpose^ 
lea4 them forward, and kneel, 
^i,emr, r, ^) Oh ! hear ns ! — ^hear us Ir-^t your feet, 
Zaida l. J Thus bending lowly we intreat. 

IHtre TiMOTiTT slips from the Kiosk, and con- 
ceals himself behind it, observed Only by th^ 
women, 
Cogi ^ ) No— we'll not hear you, at our feet, . 
Omar, f Tho' bending' lowly, you intreat. 
In tain you intercept our "Way ; 
In vain our senses wjouldtrfepan : 
•Thus go'we in.— 
{^They enter the Xiosfe.— tLauretta hastily fastens 
the door by an outer bo!t, 
Laur, Go in you may — 

Come out again tho' — if you can.—* 
5 
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Zaida. NoV they are fast :— 

•. ' Make baste— make haste; 

*Eawr, Ldse'not a moment — fly— 

^ . ITiMOTUY places a: garden seat againtt the wcUt^ 
I ^pyjvhM,'heaicehds, 

'Tim,' j" Blow me a kiss, — 

I* . « '. tFiPomthe^ivalU 

Lakvp. \- Take this— and this^ 

• ' Adieu ! ' 
Saida. Adieu ! 

^itn. . G^orodbyet— 

Cogii, Qpen the door. —^ . . » 

. • . ^ , iFtofii v^fiin hhd knQckifig lidrA. 

SSatdd, } .^ ^<**«« I-adieu l^' 

Ornarf } '^^^^ conduct you shall dearly rue. 
, [ThrUtli^giheii^ heads through the window, 

%Udaf^, } *^* •■^*** -—^^ '— *» I--ttdiett T— adi^u J 

• [ They run out laughing, Laur/r. Zaida, l. 
SCENE III.— ^ Chamfier in the- Bcw '# Patece, 

Enter Orasiiin and Sblih, r. 

Ords. U the Lstdy Amatida infbrmed that J irould 
speak with hec? 

Selim. My lord, she wiU immediately attead. yo«r 
pleasure. . 

.. Oras. B&^ee thete, -itod amduct hither the Christian 
slayes as I directed. [iSrii Sbd. h. 

Enter AisAJUDA, r. 
, Aman," Yow highness sent for me-— ^ 

Ora#. Yes, Amanda, to communicate tidinirs 'that t 
doubt—I feai^— ^ 

Aman. Ha I yott' hesltate^Wimt may this pause 
infer? . ' *^ 

tl Vr^' That Iwouldnpt willingly inflict a deeper 
.woupd upon your peace. 

Amdn, Alas ! what mean you^ 

Oras. Your husbanc^-- 
.^man, Ha| that word has raised ten thousand 
Tiorrdrs in iby breast. I^ he^is be indeed no more ? 
'himTkfl • ^ '*^°^ -^^*^^" "^y P*^**^® *r.e fliose that «aw 

' • ' ' - .. . . . . ■, 

o 
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Aman. That saw him fall Y 

Orat, His own seryants, wHom I have flummoned to 
report to tbee the tale at large. He died the death4>f 
the braye, making the* ocean waTe^ his sepulchre. 

Aman, [FTi/d^y.] Despair then is^the only portion 
left me ! — Oh, Algernon, my life, my love ! why Aid I 
not perish with thee ? — ^why was I spared to such a 
weight of misery ? — But I will yet escape from it. I 
will break from the power of these sinful men. Death 
shall again unite us I . 

ISke throw9 herself on an Ottoman, operwhelmed 
w^hgru^f, \ 

Oras, [Going to her.J^ Nay, look up, thou lovely 

'mourner; there is happiness vet in store for thee; 

these paroxysms of tliy grief will pass away, and thou 

wilt awake Jo better thoughts — to peace — to love again. 

Enter Lavqetta, r. 

^.Laur, Now, must I contrive to give this note to my 
lady. — Ha {-^[Observing Obasmin .] the Bey here— 
how unlucky 1 

OroM, Lauretta, look to thy lady — she wants thy 
soothing aid. Grief for a lost husband has overcomo 
her. 

Laur, [AMe,} A lost husband! what fibs has he, 
been telling her now, I wonder. Lady, dear lady, it^s 
all a fudge— if she would but attend to me. Take 
this— 

[Endeavouring to make Amanda tee the note^ 

Orm. What's that you say, Lauretta 1 

Laur, Something I wanted my lady to take, that 
might revive her, your Highness. i 

Oras, Kind girl! — ^may your zeal meet with success t 

^ Enter Omar, l. . 

Omar, My lord — dispatches frpm the citadel. — [DelU 
vering a packet to Orasmin.] An English fleet is in 
sight of our shores ; and has sent to demand the resti- 
tution of all Christian slaves. 
Oras. Be silent— see you not*? 
[Pointing to the women — he opens thepaekel, and 
is engaged in reading it* 
Laur, Now's the time-^here, madam, take this, for 
Heaven's sake-^'tis from your husband. 

,7 
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Aman, Ha 1— what toy yoa 1 [ReadingA My hus- 
band still alive, and near me—all gracious Heavens ! 

Laur, Hush I 

Oras, Gonfusiou I — at such a time. Amanda,' dls-. 
patches from the citadel call me for. the present hence ; 
— soon, however, expect my return — ^meantime I have 
given orders for thy servants to be admitted to thy pre- 
sence — ^let it satisfy thee to hear from their lips, the 
fate of ,liim who was thy husband. Com^, Omar, this 
business must be looked to-— follow me. 

[Exit with Omar. 

Aman. What can he mean ?— -my senses wander as in 
a dream — ^this assurance, however, of my dear Alger- 
non's existence, inspires me with new hope ; and warms 
my heart with gratitude to heaven. 

SONG.— Amamoa. 

Not more sweet the water gushing 

In the thirsty pilgrim's ear ; 
Not more dear the day-beam blushing 

On the nighted traveller's fear, 
Thaq the strain which whispers me, 
IVe shall yet be blest and free I 

Voice of hope t— iny fairy numbers 

Wake my tranced soul again ! 
Olad I start from sorrow's slumbers, 
t Listening to thy magic strain I 

Hark ! again it whispers me, 
We shall yet be blest and free. 

Enter Aloebmon and Timothy, l* 

Alger, My Amanda I 

Aman, Algernon I 

[He runs towards her, she falls in /lis arms, 

Alaer. Let me infold thee to my heart — that heart ' 
which I thought would never again be warmed with 
such a presence. . 

Tim, And let me Infold thee to ^iue. [Embraeing 
Laurbtta.] Egad-— I couldn't be more happy, if I was 
in the hands of the publisher. 

Aman/ But tell me — ^how did you gain entrance — 
bow manage to deceive ? — alas ! I have a thousand 
things to ask. 

Tim, Then pray reserve them for some other time, 
ma*am — and do you, sir, proceed at once, to^ divulge 
our proposed plan of escape. 

c2 
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.il«um, Eflcape? 

Jjaur. Escape ?- 

Aman, Is it indeeo practicable? 

Alger, LUten— -ao embassy from England is how in 
Algiers; — which,' could we but contrive to fly from 
these walls, would readily afford us protection — ^hav.e 
you courage to make the attempt ? 

Aman. Courage.?— rpoint but the means, and prove 
me. 

Alger, At the' hour of midnight I will attend beneath 
your window, with a ladder of ropes, by which you ' 
miay surmount the Seraglio wall. The guard an station, 
I liave bribed to let us pass by the promise of a large 
reward in case of success. What hinders, then, but 
that, aided by the darkness of night, we gain the sea- 
shore in safety ? ' 

Aman, [ Throwing het»e\f into hU arms,"] Algernon I 
the attempt mvst' b* made at utery riak. 

Tim. Were it as haxardous as. the passage to the 
North Pole: but what say you, my little rdse-bud? 
ITo LikURBTTA.1 could you make up your mind to 
tuck yoursell uniier my protecticm, and jog on 'in com- 
pany— ey ? 

Laur, Oh. ys ! — I could make up my min4 to any 
hardship, as long a^ I escape from these walls. 

Tim. Why^ then, that's settled ; and now — 

Aman. Hush ! — some one comes. The Bey, as I liye ! 

Tim. The Btfy t the devil ! — never mind, ma'am — o<t 
with your pocket-handkerchief, and pretend to weep. , 

■ 

Orasmin enter* and observes them, l. 

Tim. And then, as I was saying, madam, our unfor- 
tunate master, what with grape-shot and scimitar, bull&t 
and broad-sword, fell, sliced and peppered to death ih- 
to the bottomless and devouring sea. 

Oras, Enough!— your tale concluded, you may re-, 
tire-'Anon, I'll speak to you. 

Alger, Lady, farewell I -^My trust* shall be that to- 
morrow's sun may find thee in a state of comparative^ 
peace; * 

I With an expressive look at Amanda, he takes his 

leave. — ^Timotht kisses his hand to Lauretta.-^ 

but on the Beg^s turning roundy hastily JoUoms 

his master. 

Oras. Now, Amanda, since thou art assured that 

daath^has released (hee from all former ipows, may I not 
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lippe tbMt'.'tbosnr dBftf fTefl' wiU Mftse to thttl .4lief.iin- 
••f ailing tear, and look with kinkier bcJEunoV ooM who 
-Mvei biik:iD dieir Ughtl 

Aman^ I.daiie not answer. thee.t-t^IaB ! I should hut 
jBimt thy .flame- with cold . indiffeiette^, than.Utfa 1he« IP 
some happier fair, who may requite thy love tri|^ l(K?p 
-sincere : for, ohi believe me, I hate lion'e to git«u^ . > 

J[BxU^ljA,\3RBT'tM.f0lliawingf:H' 

. €ras^ Stay^ Lauretta 1— you must be,my gpentle lut}- 
vocate, and plead my caase of love with yon r^leoV 
.i'ess'fair^ 

Z^wr* What must I say, your Highness 7 . i 

• . Oras* Listen,. and ru instruct you. j > 

DUfST.^— O RASKIN Und I«A.(7l2«TTA* 

Orcu, Say,'!have you loved ?— for else you kn<^w 

But little of a lover's woe. .' 
Laur, Yes'— I have loved, find therefore know.. 

By fatal proof, a 16ver*d woe. 
Oras, But have you felt that all yon pr|ie, 
< That health, ^nd life's salvation, lies ' 

Stored in another's radiant eyes?— ' ' ^ 
Or else you have nqt khoi^n l^v^.— 
J^aur. Yes, by hii keentiivenomM (u^rt. 

And byits curejesa, kjllii^g ^marli 

I've known—and Wd, ah [ trust thisieart, j 

' Sad reason to bemoan love. 
Ora^ Oh then my tutor's task is o'er. 
taur. Oh then I'll 



con my lesson o'er. 
BMH. J You J '^^^^ not— cannot teach | ^®® | more* ^ 

^af. . Go — and my passion's pleader prove.— 
Lai*r. Yes — lUl thy passion's pleader prove, 

Both. {qI^^I^ l^f^^are thut thus {[***" i We. 

SCENE IV.— Snfce S«i-#Aor#. 
JEiUer Admiral Rockwaroikb and Bbn Brown, l. , 

• Adm. Don't contradiet me, Ben Brown^-you know I 
oan't bear if. I tell you once for all, he must be alive- 
aye, and in this verv country. Haven't we heard that' 
t«iB ship whictf bore him was taken by on Algerlne «** 

c 3 ..-:.» 



I THX FALL OF ALftlMtt. [ACY M, 

-- B9n. I canH go for to galntay It, fo«r faotiottr* 

Adm* Then how due you think that I %\\^\ not ra^ 
ooTer him?— >Has not the Bey consented to the liberar 
iSon of all Christian bUtos ?— How then dare you think 
that I shall not find my son, my long-lost AlgemoD, 
among them. 

Ben. 1 don't think nothing of the khid, your honour ; 
•though to be sure three parts of the siiip*s crew went to 
Dayy*s locker, 1 dare say as how young master was 
t>ne that got into port. 

Adm, You are a fool, Ben Brown, and know that's 
not possible : he died sword in hand, I'm sure of it, so 
don't contradict me, for I can't bear it. — My inhuma- 
nity droTo him to desperation ; and he gladly rushed on 
death as the only cure for his miseries* Had i not 
tiimst him from his home ?— had I not exposed him to 
every earthly privation ?— had I not abjured — renounc- 
ed him? — do good and affectionate a son— so brave 
ftod^faandsome^ \Struggling with hU/eelings, 

Ben, Why ,^ to be sure^ 1 always thought your honour 
Uant a little too hard in that there matter^ 

Adm, *Tis false! I acted as I ought. ~ I acted only 
M t^ despised— duped— outraged father should have 
done* Was not his conduct at once the most unfeeling, 
and the most unnatural ? Did he not^ marry a wife of 
his own cho%sing, for no other earthly reason than be<* 
oause he loved her ? and in open defiance of my orders 
to the contrary ? 

Ben. Well— well, he has smarted for U by this time« 
I'll warrant, your honour. 

Adm, Ha 1— you want to break my heart.— You want 
to insinuate that my conduct towards him must have 
wrung his soul with never-oeasing anguish— ey 3— is it 
so? ' 

Ben, No, Indeed, your honour .«— 

Adm. [Quickly,] What! you: cold-blooded oalf— Ow 
you mean to say then, that he didn't care for the anger 
of his father? — that he didn't value my resentment?-* 
that he didn't feel my indignation ? 

Ben, Whew ! [Aside,} will the wind never have done 
shifting ? 

Adm. No, no— I know the youth better: he felt it 
but too keenly, and therefore have I joined this expe« 
dition ; that if he still be living, I may throw out to. 
him the cable oftiomfort, and restore, him again to 
peace and happiness. So come along, and let us ptose-. 
eute our search. 
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v Ben. HftTo with yoitir honour: TU nol be behind 
hand in a ehace of huinanity. ' ^ . 

Adm, [PavfiA^.l Ah I Ben Brown— Ben Brown-- 
I'm a weak old fool after all. 

Ben, Nay, your honour — 

Adm, Yes, I am—now don*t contradict me, for i 
canH bear it. I say Tm a weak old fool. 

^eit. Well, your honour knows best, to be sure. 

Adm, Qh, Algernon! ray dear, unworthy, disobe- 
dient, unfeeling, incomparable son I 

[Exit, BEvfollonftf Uft 

SCENE y.-^The GardenM of the Seraglio bp moonlight 
— on one side a portion qfthe Bey* 9 Palace extends 
upon the stage, 

iiinler Orasmin, l. 

Oxas, Confusion on this ill-timed embassy ! but let 
thvm threaten as they may, ne*er will I consent to part 
with the bright Amanda. Mine she must be^— and 
speedily ; then may I assert a hut»band*s right to hold 
ber. 

SONG.-— OaA8Hi2«. 

Yes— 'tis decreed — thou lovely fair ; 

Let foemen threat — I scorn the danger I 
Should I resign those beauties rare, '^ 

To bless some unbelieving stranger l^ 

No— by yon burning stars 1 vow 
. No other arms shall press thee ; 
Sure as their beams behold me now, 
Jl^wiU — I must possess thee ! 

Enter Mahmodd, l. 

Mdk, Pardon, my lord, this sudden mtrusion ; t>iii^ 
beneath the [garden wall we have espied two slaves, 
whose purpose seems that of obtaining entrance, und 
wait to know your pleasure. 

Ortu, Ha! slaves so near the seraglio wall at mid- 
night. Hush, I hear voices — away ! and summon a 
guard : I will observe their movements. 
[Exit Mahmoud/r.— Orasmin conceals himself behind 

the trees — ^Aloernon and Timothy appear above 

the wallj engaged in securing a rope ladder ; which. 



SE8TETT AND CHORUS. 
Algernon, Timothy^ Amanda, Lauretta, Oras- 

HIN, OSLAR, and GUAROS. 

Algev. Softly— softly — ^lest the sound 

Rouse the slnmbring ghards around. • 
Tim. This way— this way-r-do not f et^r, ^ > 

AU is silent— no one*s near. 
Alger, Be this the sign then we are here.*— 

[He clap9.hU. haud^^ 
Hither, my loVe, thy footsteps speeding, 
Haste to hush all vain alai^s» 

Enter Amanda anid Lauretta, r. 

Aman. Hither, my love, thelsignal heeding^ 
Glad I seek thy sheltering arms. 

Laur, Thus the secret night befriending, ' 

Captives we na kinger stay. 
Alger. ^ 

Aman, f Thus the envious wall ascending, 
Laur. r" Speed ive on our silent way, 

[As ihe^ are o^ou^ to depart^ ORkBUis stands before 
thetnA 
Orar, HqIA, traitort, hold I— 
Alger. The Bey I— despair. 

Must give me'strength then — tyrant, die ! 
{^Aiming a dagger at Or ASUiVy who wrests U Jrow 

fits grasp.'] 
Oras. Ha ! — wrfetch— my guards I— ne'er think to fly. 
I Seize him I ^secure 

Etiier ^Omar, with gmards beariftg torches',' l. ihei^ 
seize Alo«rnoiv and Tihotht : 

Aman. [Springing forward and falling at the feet qf 
tkeBejf.] 

Oh 1 hear my prayer-^ 
My shaine-'Hremor8»— oh I hear and sparpl 
Alger. Behold her hufl^and I — {Speaking.'] 
Oras^* Her husband !-^Uving ! — hence away ! 

In vain you kneel— ii| vain ypu pr^y ! . 



,L08donr->t0'UftthAik8sassinVfteel-,* ''" 

Shall Chri^ian dogs preaume ? 
My vengeaM9 .h« shall deeply f«el — 

Death be the traitor's doom I 

ted*. }i'''«'^ '"?'-'» »»•*"• 

All. ' Kage, grief, and distraction, my bosom now ^ 

tear, ^4? 

^ While demons surround me ancT kindle de- 
Gutur^i 3 spair. 

<Sr«. J Lead on ! lead on H 

f Death be the traitor's doom* 



END OV ACT lUj 



wmmmmmm-. 



ACT III. 

SCBNB I.— 4 Grand Hall in the Palace, wUh'di&tant 
view of the Bey-^gx^f*^ noUe wiHumii ■ • 

Enter several Slaves evincing, signs qf excessive Jf^f^ 
' fqllamed bi/ Mahuovd^, r«u. et. ' 

Slaves, Huzza !— huz;Ba,f«r the brave Britons ! • 
Mah, Silence, I say, again silence, I command you^ 
• 1st Slave. Gommand-*« fig for your commands ndxr. — 
We are free, we may 'do as we like— aye, crack away ; t 
we don't Talue your whip a straw's-end now. 

Mah, There's gratftude I— after all the trouble I've 
had with them, correcting and broking in their turbu- ' 
lent dispositions ^ and now, though they behold me tori 
the last time, not so much as a tear ini thd eyes- of any 
one of them*. They'll soon forget that I ever hadi the 
care of them. 

t. \st Slave. "$10 fear of that, master Mahmoud ; you have 
made lasting'impressioDs on some of us, I warrant, 

Mah, Well, stand back-*stfitid back— here comes the^ 
l&nglish Admiral. . 
Slaves. Huzza ! huzoa I j • <s 
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MtUer Admibak RocnvAiiDiifB,' Hartiet, Bbm* 
J9Eowir. and Omar : l. o. b.— tAe Sluvespress annmdf 
and endeavimr to evince their gratitude, 

Slavee. ' A blessing on the brave Britons I— long lifo 
to our gallantjprotectorr-buzza ! 

Adm. [^Repres9inff them,'\ There — that will do, thai 
will do. Stifle your feelings, or you'll stifle me. ' ' 

Slaves* You have restored us to freedom->to Ufe. 

'Adm, Don*t smother me then in return, 
t; Mah, They never showM any^'desire to smother me. 
' Adm. Oho ! — [To Mabmoud] 'by your baton of office, 
you are the wortny whipper-in of this motley pdck ? 

Mah,,\ am — 1 have the honour to be head overseer, 
whose offlce.it is to see ^hat the slaves go about their 
business. 

Adm, Well^lls' now my office to see that yon go about 
yours ; but first, are these the whole of the slaves.un- 
der your chi^rge ? — give lue the list. 

[Mar MOV D delivers a serollr^ reads. 
** Dutch, French, Spaniards, Portuguese, Genoese.** 
— Are there no English ? 

JEdah. Not one. 

Adm, What— not one?— yes, I* am sure there Is one. 
27ow don't contradict me, for t can*t bear it. One, a 
tall, well-made, good-looking^->in short, one not unlike 
tne I— ha t is there not 7— if you wish to destroy me, say- 
no. . 

Mah, No. H 

Adm. {Aside,"] Then my last hope is gone ! I am no 
longer a father — the vessel of my peace is stranded for 
ever l^they mustn't see me weep though — they shan't 
•ee me weep— I will, I will command myself. Well, 
Tptt Mr. Mussulman .slave-driver, or whatever is your 
heathen appellation— we'll take the liberty of lightening 
yourtoilsof office— there, [to Stovec. ] away, every one 
of you, to the ships— 'tis the Bey's command that you all 
pass free. 

Slaves. Huzza I -!— Eigland for ever !-— huzza ! 
{^Exeunt shonting^several e^owMAHMOUD as thep 

pcMf— >L. u. B. 

Mah. H«re*« a hole made in our domestic establish- 
ment I— my Christian flock gone, at one sweep. I'll set 
all the negroes to double work directly. {^ExU^ R. 

Adm. iTo OmarJI Now Algerine, ere we ruturn, 
i^Wear in your master s name. 

Aman, IWithout.l Off— let me pasii ^ 
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Aman. Where is Iie?«->let n;ie sink at his feet, and 
implore his interference and protection. 

IShefalU 0% her knees bqfore the Ajdmihal. 

^<2m.' What' is the meaning ? who is this poor uuk 

fortunate ? 

Aman. A wretched— a distracted female, whose hus- 
band they have led away to death !~oh, saye him ere 
y et^it be too late : even'now, perhaps, the fatal bowstring 
.is entwined around his neck— &&▼• him, and snatch me 
from perdition. 
Omar, Heed her not, gallant sir ;- her husband, has 
. been justly condemned for attempting the life of our il^ 
lustrious master— for aiming at his breast the midnight 
fteel. * 

Adm.^ Ha ! — an assassin. 

Aman, Oh, yet have, pity on him — it was in madness 
. that he erred. 

Adm, What ! you admit his guilt — ^then, by the com- 
mon law pf nations, he stands a convicted felon — I can- 
not save him — take her away. 
SeJim* L&clyi you must witii.us. 
Aman, No— bid me not forego my last, my gnly hope 
— ^brave Englishman I yet hear me — ^yet assist me. 

Adm. Would that we might with justice. Old Roek- 
. wardine would stand your foremost friend. 

Aman, {With energy, "l Ha! — Rockwardine !•— did 
you say Rockwardine I 
Adm. Tliat, lady, is my name. 
Aman, It is then — ^it must be so— oh, blessed, blessed 
chance ! you do not know that be— my husband — 

{j^mgglingfor breath, 
Selim, Come, lady, no more delay. 

{Endeav<mring to lead her qf, 
Aman, IBegUUng'] Oh, grant me but a moment — 
yet, yet a word.— While ;i nave l^reath to speakit— - 
tye iuM/'^y esc ive— your son I 

IShe fidU into the arms qf Selim, and ^ carried 
qffy ». OuJM following : . the AdmireU'siandM'pe'' 
trified, 
Ben, Whew t "what a squall is here ! 
Adm. My soin ! Hid she say my son? It canH be. 
Bisn, Altogather impossible, your honour. ' 
Adm, [Passionately^'] You lie—it must be'!— con • 
deran'd to death ! They shan*t touch a hair of his head. 
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1*11 blow,, their diogy-colQur^ carci^s^^ , to. the devii 
first, ' Holloa—- youturbaned'iubbers, come oack — come 
■ lAok, 1 9ay. ' ' , 

Hart. For heayeh^s sake, erfr, eonsider wliv're yoa a#e 

• — cohfiider the situation in'whieh you stand. 

Adm, Consider ihy son. BbkU I leave him' to die 
beneath their rascally hands, without making ail effoH 
-tosate'fiffttt 

'^Hart, T-et think, if, 09 they assert, he be realty 
guilty ? 

Adm, Well^ if he be really guilty, I'll hayo him 
hanged at New^ate-;-not butchered by a set af scurfy 
Algerines. "80, l#t me pass, you gfeat griniiiRg s6n of 

• a sea calf; [To Ben.] Get out of my way, or by ttfe 
Lord Harry V\\ knock you down. 

Hart. What would you do ? " 

Adm, Upset this piratical homet-n^st from ^-s very 

• foondations, — blow up their bulwarks — sfet th^r eity a- 
blaze— smoke eyery mother's son from tlieir Mdlfi^-. 

-boles, and send them, like squibs, hissing -hot * inter 

- the air. Gome along, Ben Brown, 1*11 work them fftr 
this. 

Ben, If yon would but be cool and listen to reason-^ 

Adm, I won't listen to rettson — and 111 never be 

cool again. What, my soi<, my Algernon! tFlI -be-a 

- Vesuvius, yomithig flameafor ever l Talk of -Pompeii 
— they shan't dig out Algiers for ten thousaiid cen- 
turies I So eome along, 1 say. My son! Well, 
well, ril revenge him at such a ^eithatr-^fio, 1*11 petifth 
by his side ! [Herii^h^$ but^ike oiherBfotfpWy l, 

SCBNE II. — Ah Apartment in the Palace—folding 

Door in front, 

EnteriikiftLR'nA, r. 

• ^ Laur^ Heigho ! , I wonder ^hat has become of jiobr 
Timothy ; they have cut off his'^od-looklng h^^d, ro 
doubt, and I ^halT tieter see him again. Who conses ?— 

*iiM^«g)y^<}*€vgi. ^o^^vlKTe L%il], he haunts me 
like my shadow. 

Enter Cogi, l. 

. CogL H^, ha» i\tk\9. s\y one,. aj»e .yiHi tfiene ? I have 
. not forgot tki«^ tiick yoa pVaye^i me. in the gardens ; . and 
efi9« t^ punish yp9;<yo^ littlt ri>g<W* ... 
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X^mf*. Tb«t Is to BMik^ io¥e to bm, I suppose, as 

lISBftl. 

Co^t. Ahs, I YuLtB something to tell you. Come here, 
yoti are Yery pretty, • 

Xtfitr. Is that all? 1- thought you were going to tell 
me some news. But listen, and 1*11 tell you something 
in retum^^Usten to a tale of other times* that shall con- 
sole me in my present captivity. 

SONG.— liAUttETTA. 

In Tunis* fair city, aiS I have been told, 

Once liv*d a Bashaw, cruel, ugly, and old, 

And he a young maiden in durance had pent, 

Till she to espouse him would' give her consent ; 
. He plac*d guards around her, and girt with a wall. 

But. she found the means still to escape from them alt. 

Let fortune then menace, and scowl as she may, 

Lauretta will ever be jocund and gay. 

Singing, Fal-1al4al-lft, Ac. 

There — do you hear that ? But stay. \_Aside.'] A 
thought strikes me. — ^What if I pretend to favour 
his suit, may it not incline him to wink at my 
oscape ? 1*11 try, at any rate. Indeed, Mr. Cogi, it is 
no use your saying soft things to me— -dpn^t I know that 
you say the same to every woman you meet. 

Cogu No, no, I shew them no such favour ; you 
have got into ray Jiead, and I think of nothing else from 
morning till night, and night till morning. 

Laur, If I was sure of that indeed-— -but no, you are 
ft ileceiver, like the rest of your sex, and take a plea- 
sure in raising hopes that yon never mean* to' realise. 

Cogi, Dott*t wrong me so much as to thisk so. 1*11 
realise your utmost hopes, depend upon it. 

iMnr. Why then, to come to the point at' onee-^Will 
you run away with me ? 

Co§k Run — run away with you t 
' hoMv, Yes, if yott really wish to prove the strength 
of your affectibns, you*Il carry me \o England. 

boffi. Carry you to Englahd !~that would be prov- 
ing the strength of my affections with a vengeance. 

LauT, What — you hesitate. Then I see now it is.— 
You do not care a f&rthing for me, and you are a vile, 
false, and perfidious man, to set about deceiving a poor 

D 
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girlikfter this fasllion. You have ruined my peace for 
ever. — ^You haTe> you little monster. — Oh dear I— oh 
dear ! — [Pretending to cry, 

CogL Bless my heart— what shall I do ?— I did not 
think she doated upon me as much as all this. Dry your 
eyes, my dear. 

Laur, [Sobbing,'] You — ^you— you won't run away 
with me then? 

Cogi. Ey I I believe I must— it will certainly kill 
her if I dont.— Yes, I will, I will run away with you. 
Laur, But this very day — ^this very hour ? -4 

Cogi, Whenever you please. [Aside ] Poor soUl ! . 
how eager she is to get me all to herself. — I will just 
step and pack up my chattels, and then we will be off. — 
You must know, my deiaLr— but this is a great secret — 
tfaatV>ur master has at sundry times trusted me to take 
care of his jewels, so that I have been able to take care 
of myself, now and then — you understand. — Ha, ha, 
ha: — clever dog, an*t It cunning Cogi.— And what 
with a diamond at one time, and a ruby at another, 
I ve amassed as pretty a set of sparklers— I should not 
wish to leave ^hem behind. I will just go for them, 
and come back ; and then we will steal away, and no* 
' body a bit the wiser. 

Laur, But, Cogi, if I am seen leaving the palace in 
this dress, shall I not be stopped by the guard ? 

Cogi. No fear of that ; I'll wrap you up in a great. 

cloak, and then nobody will know you from a man.— 

They won't suspect that any woman is going off with me.. 

Laur, No — that I dare say they won't. 

Cogi, But we will shew them what love can do. Ha, 

ha !— I'm a happy Mussulman. ^ [Exit Cogi, l,' 

Enter Timothy, eauHousty looking around,. h« 

> 

Tim. Hist, hist ! Lauretta. 

Laur. Ey! what? Timothy! haven't they cut o^ 
your head? 

Tim. No : I believe I feel it still on my shoulders ; 
though how long it will sit there is 'a question beyond 
my solution— But what is this that I have overheard ?— 
You are not going to elope with yon mumbling old. 
Mussulman ? 

Laur, No, no. I'll explain all that by and by. An- 
swer me first— What has enabled you to ^escape from 
prison ? 
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Tim. A bole in the -wall, which- a set of compasBion- 
ate rats had commeDced, and which, by dint of great la<* 
bour, I contrived to squeeze through, tlianks to the 
spare diet I have lately been k^t on. The hole would 
have foiled bat a moderate feeder. ^ 

Laur, And where are you going now ? 
Tim, That's just what 1 wish you to tell me. I'm 
steering as blindly as a ship without compass. Oh ! 
if I could but get clear of these wails, I should think it 
the best tour I ever made in my life — if I could but 
reach. the gardens unobseryed. 

Laur, Impossible ! the attempt would cost you your 
life, ^ 

7Hm, Why, that would be paying rather too dear for 
it, to be sure. But how, if I stay ? 

Laur, IMtising.'} I am suspended* betwixt hope and 
fear. 

Tim, Yes ; Dut I shall be suspended between heaven 
and earth ; that will be the wind-up of all my travels. 
1 shall never live to see myself in print — neatly cased 
in boards in a bookseller's window. — 

Laur, Stop a moment. Will you engage, if I get 
you safely off to the £aglish ships, to come back and 
liberate your master and me ? 

Tim, That I will, and seal the compact thus. 

[^Kissing her, 
" Laur, Nay, if you fluster me in this manner, 1 shall 
not be able to contrive any thing. Here, conceal your- 
self behind this door, and follow my instructions with- 
out saying a word— there's somebody coming. 
Tim. Somebody coming ! I'm gone. 

[ He retires behind the door. 

Re-enter Coei, l. with a large Cloak, 

Cogi, Here, my poppet, here is the cloak, and here 
are the jewels. lOpening Ca8ket,'\ They sparkle like 
your eyes. Very pretty, don't you think ? 

Laur, Very pretty, I admire them much. 

^Putting the Ciuket up in her bosom, 

Cogi, Ey I They will trouble you, 1 fear. I'll take 
them again, if you please. 

Laur No, they'll be very safe with me. Come, let 
us begone ; give me the cloak. 

09^1. Here it is— but the jewels-1 

d8 
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Lour, Oh, neTer mind the jewels. Before I wrap 
myself up, go and see that nobody is looking. 

[CoGi goeg to the Hde to look oi«t— Laurstta. 
beekont Timothy forward^ThrotvB thm 
Cloak over hUn^ amd give* him the JeweU* 

Cogi, No, nobody is near. 

Laur. Are you sure of that? Keep a strict watch 
now, and remember, when I*?e covered my face, I shali 
not speak a word till we are quite out of danger. 

Cogi, Good. Say when yon are ready. 

Laur, Ready. [She hoMil^ retiree^ h . d. 

Co^. Take hold of my arm then, and let us begone. 
Ha, ha! I hardly know you myself now. [Timotht 
9hake8 'hU head.] That's right, hide your face, «nd 
don*t talkr You have got the jewels? [Timotht 
nods hi9 headJ] Then airs as it should oe. fla, ha, 
ha I what a happy old Mussulman am 1 ! 

lExU Cooi leering Timothy, l. 

Laur, [Coming forward,^ There they go— out 
thro' the portal— ^now if Cogi can but deceive the 
Xiiard, as I have deceived him~-allwill be well — then 
Timothy will return, and I hope succeed in relea^ng 
me from my state of miserable splendor ; for, faith, I 
am heartily sick of it. [Exit. 

&C£NE III.— i<fi open part qfihe Country^ near the 

Sen Coast, 

Enter ,Cogi leading Timothy $tUl mujfied up, l. 

Cogi. This way— -we are clear of every danger now, 
so that you may uncover your sweet face, my darling, 
and cheer my soul with a sight of its beauties — ^ha, ha ! 
what a happy old dog am I ! 

Tim, [In a female voice,} But are you quite sure we 
are out of danger ? 

Cogi, Quite sure— you may uncover your face whenever 
you please, and give vent to the sweet feelings of love— 
what, you don't wish to show your blushes ? ha, ha, I 
see how it is — I must 'go down on my knees, and beg 
that my little charmer will give me but one peep. [Ti- 
mothy uneovers."] Who the devil are you ? 

Tim, Who am I ? why your love, to be sure— your 
foul, your charmer. 

[Running to embrace— Cogi slips away. 
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Cogi. Charm the devil ! I'll have you hanged, who-* 
•ver you are I I will, you ugly beast— Holloa ! 

* [CaXling, 

Tim, Stop a moment—you forget— there's nobody 
near. 

Cogi. What is becoriie of my jewels? where are my 
jewels? I wonder 

Tim. [Froducin(f them."] Here safe in my custody. , 

Coffi, Oh, you villain ! you robber I give them back 
— ^would you steal another man*s property ? How did 
you come by them, I should like to know ? 

Tim, Nay, how did you come by them? mine they 
are at present, however, and nune they shall remain— if 
my tour has not been one of pleasure, it shall be one of 
profit, at any rate — so lead the way to the ships, 

Cogi, Lead the way ? — ^Ha ! who comes ? [ With 
Soy.'\ One I of the Bey's officers — ^now, you varlet. III 
have you hanged ! now I will have such vengeance 
—you shall see^ 

Tim, [Hastily throwing the Cloak 'over Atm.1 Stop 
t. moment— If you dare betray me, that instant I 11 dis- 
close your theft of the jewels, and if I must be hanged, 
have the pleasure at least to see you swinging beside 
me. 

Cogi, M — ^m— m — me — swinging I Oh, Mahomet, no 
—I will not betray— I'll do what yon wish— say what 
you wish— Indeed I will. 

Tim^ Say then— hush !— IHl prompt you. 

Enter Omar, r. 

Omar, How now, Cogi, — who is this stranger ? 

Tim: Say a friend of yours. [Aside to Coai. 

Cogi, He— he's a friend Of yours. 

Omar, A friend of mine ? 

Tim, [Aside,} Curse your stupidity— no— 

Cogi, Carse your stupidity — no- 
Omar. [Half drawing kis sabre,"] What's that you 
say ? fair words, if you please. 

Tim, [Coming forward,] You'll excuse my friend 
Cogi, sir, but he is a litHe under the influence of fear, 
just at present ; he has by his negligence incurred tha 
displeasure of the Bey, in permitting the escape of a 
prisoner — one Timothy Tourist— was it not, Cogi ? 

Omar, What I the fool who was condemned to bt 
banged this morning ? 

) 8 
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^ Co^£. Yes ! the fool who was condemned to be 
hanged this morning. 

Omar. And you are now in pursuit of him, I sup- 
pose. Ah I you wish he had been well tucked up, I 
dare say, before he put you to this trouble. 

Cogi. I do, with all my soul. lAside.^ That is no 
lie, at any rate, 

Omar. Well, success attend your search. I must to 
our master with dispatches from the citadel ; the Bey 
has countermanded the liberation of the slaves : we 
may^ therefore expect some hot worlL yet. \^ExU. 

Tim. Expect hot work ? Egad, all may do that who 
set foot in this country. 

[Cogi endeavours to steal ojfy l. —Timothy sees^ 
and draws him back. 
Aha ! no tricks upon travellers. 1*11 make free with 
your sword ; {^Draws it ovt^ and now march, lead on 
to the ships, or damme, I'll spit you like a cock-chaffer 
on the point of your own weapon. March, I say ! 

Coffi, Oh ! what a miserable old Mussulman am I ! 

[^Exity Timothy following, 

SCENE IV.— TAe InUrior qf a Prison. 

^ Algernon diseoveredi , 

Alger. Despise death ? Yes : Heaven is my wituesd 
I could despise him, but for one agonizing thought — my 
wife ! There is the tie that binds me ; .there the voice 
of nature cries ''*' live" within my bosom, and loudly 
my heart's core echpes the sound ! 

Enter Orasmik, l. u. e. 

Oras. Christian, I break upon thy prison's solitude 
to tell thee death is near. 

Alger. Let it come on. 

Oras. Yet, hear me ; though thy perfidy and base at« 
tempt upon my life might well close up each avenue to 
mercy, yet have X fixed on one condition to save thee 
from the death thy crimes have merited, to save and set 
thee free. 

Alger. On one condition ? Look, then, it touches not 
my honour, or know, before you speak it, 'tis rejected 1 

Oras. You have a wife. 

Alger. Ha I what of her ? You have waked the 
chord of my soul's deepest agony. 

Oras. By virtue of our country's laws I can dissolve 
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your union : resign her then and fyou are free. [Al- 
gernon itarts.'l How I you answer not. Do you dis- 
dain my mercy ? 

Alger, Mercy I Pervert not the meaning of that sa- 
cred word. Such mercy ! Yes : I spurn it — a& I would 
thee, wert thou beneath my feet ! 

Oras, Rash fool, beware I Are ye not both my pri- 
soners ? Could I not command what I now deign to 
ask? 

Alqer» No; I am proud to say it. The body's 
death indeed you may command, but not the sours dis- 
honour ! 

, DUET. — Orasuin and Algernon. 

Ora$. Traitor ! prepare to meet thy doom : 
The dark assassin's hateful tomb I — 

dlger. Abhorred tyrant !~-do thy will ! 

^My steadfast soul shall scorn thee still ! — • 

Both, Then away | ^^^J^ I to death they shall 

^- { 1? 

Perchance when > ,. ^ »_.,.,„ .i,.ii ,^. ( thee. 
Oh, no 1 tho- ; ">« *»""" *'"'" »*" t me, 

ThU vaunting {l^r.'^^fj'^'y }dUown !- 

Ora$, You reject my pardon? Prepare then to meet 
the death thy own obduracy awards thee. This oppor- 
tunity of freedom can neyer more return. Guards I 

[Calling^ l. 
[HJoUe witiumty tu of men forcibly effecting an 
entrance^ r. u. e. 

Enter Selim, hastily^ l. u. e. 

Mah, Save yourself, my lord ! a detachment of Eng- 
lish has fallen upon the palace, and is now forcing the 
iimer gates. 

Orae, Confusion ! — ring the alarm bell ! Smnmom 
the guard^away ! — 

,. [Exit hastily with Selim, l. u. b. — Great noise with' 
ou/, R. u. E.— r^ Prison is forced,} 
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filter iAe Admiral, Timothy, and severtU Smloa^v 
. R. u. B. m various direction*, 

JHm, {As he enters, } Hazza! this is the cell. 1*11 
twear to the rat-hole next door. 

Adm, Where is he ? is he safe ? does he lite ? Alger- 
non! 
Alffer, Merciful heaven ! ray father! 
Adm. Yes— your fond, forgiving, foolish, doating, 
happy father,— -Oh, my dear hoy ! my noble boy ! do 
1 indeed press yon to my beating heart— again — again— 
I cannot speak ! 

Tim, lAride,^ Bless my soul, if this meeting is not 
as affecting at that of the two Fndays in Robinson 
Crusoe. 

Adm, But are you sure you ar^ safe ? sound in body 
and limb? unharmed— untou^ed ? 

Alger, Thanks to your timely aid — yes, you behold 
me living. 

Adm, Then you young dog, hovir dare you put me to 
all this pain and anxiety? How dare you run away 
from your native country, placing your precious life at 
the mercy of a set of barbarians, and breaking your old 
father's heart? 

Alger, Alas ! sir— what other resource was left me ? 
You were at that time so inexorable. 

Adm^ Inexorable ! not a bit of it.-*I only refused to 
hear you speak, and forbade you ever to come near me 
again.— <CaU that being inexorable I 

Alger, Yet, how, if I had staid in England — forbid'< 
Aen as I was to seek your presence. 

Adm, Why then I should have sought yours, to be 
surety but you must needs fly off to foreign parts, and 
p»p yonr neck within the noose of an Algerine halter, 
aa if yon were not nooaed enough already, when you 
tied yourself to a wife, and be hanged to you. 

Alger, Oh, sir I speak not so slightly of one you know 
not. Now that your heart is open to compassion, think 
of my poor Amanda. 

Adm, Think of bar ! I shall never think of any 
thing else, I believe. Why it was she who preserv- 
ed your life— who restored you to ray arms — who in- 
formed <ne of your being — your captivity and danger. 
Alger. Can it be possible? 

Tim, Yes, it was I though who led on the attack. I— 
akilled alike to wield the weapon and the pen. Lord 
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bless yoii,if itliadnot been for me^-biit I'll {ivblish my 
•xploitB Uerottfter. 

F»wter flAmrifST, «. u. b. 

HaW. My gallant friend — ^betake yourself to the shipr 
immediately. The commander has determined on a bom- 
bardment of the town. 

A dm. Ha i-i-Ht bombardment? 

Tim. A bombardment-— huzza I-*-here*8 incident for 
my journal. 

Hart, The slaves have been stopped by a counter- 
order from the Bey ; who, moved by the soUeitations 
of his' officers, has bid defiance to our English flag. 

Adm, Has he, by Jove ?^I'm glad of it !-rit will 
wave over the ruins of his own palace. WeMl make 
faim and his officers skip to as sharp a piece of music, 
«s ever saluted an enemy*s ears — we'll tumble their tow^ 
ers about their heads, I warrant them. Come, Alger- 
non. Come, my friends — all hands on board this la- 
stant. 

Algtr. But my Amanda? 

Tim, And my Lauretta? 

Adm, Heed them not at present — ^the distance of thi« 
palace from the citadel will be their sufficient safe- 
ffaurd. — At the conclusion of the fray, you will meet in 
freedom. Come, every moment is precious-— away — to 
the ships — away. 

Tim. Aye — all hands to the blow-up. What a flaming 
finish it will make to my journal. [Exeunt, R. u. k. 

^ SCENE v.— An ApaHmmi in the Palace, 

Enter Orasmin, Omar, anfl Officers. 

Oras, [To Omar.] Bear back my greeting to the Bey^ 
and say, I will attend his orders instantly. — [Exit Omar, 
I..] Selim,do thou remain behind, with a chosen guard to 
protect my palace-— above all, watch o'er the safety of 
my dear Amanda. — [SkXiIM bow$ and tvithdraw§, r. — a 
dittant cannonade in A^arcl]— Hark ! — they have com- 
menced the attack. Prophet of the faithful, fight on 
our side ! 

SONO.— Orasmin. 

The bolt bas burst 1 — the cloud that hung 

9o long in air suspended. 
Hath now abroad its terrors flang. 

Hath now in fiery stoiw descended !•« 



46 TAB PALL OF ALGISB8* [ACT IIL. 

And hark !^-the Moslem trumpet calls !— ^ 
Haste — haste to man the fortress walls. 

Soldiers, of Heaven I*^who bum to shed 
Heaven^s vengeance on the unfaithful head ! 
Oh ! shrink not — since no mortal power 
Can haste or stay death's certain hour I /'' 

No more — let Alia nerve my hand—* 

And be our battle word ; 
Destruction to yon impious band— < 

The Koran or the sword t 

Yet be some hovering spirit near 
To shield Amanda thro*, the doubtful strife ; 

Right onward, dauntless, then I'll bear ; 

But should she fall — farewell at once to life ! ' 

\^Exit, R. 

SCENE VL— J view of the Sea with the Braish Fri- 
gates, — On one side the Mole of Algiers in ruins^ 
with fire breaking at intervals from various parts. — 
Heavy pieces of cannon are disposed about the Stage^ 
which represents a portion of the battlements, — The 
British flag is conspicuous from abovei^ Several Sail' 

' ors are seen landing from Boats, — 7%€ Admiral is 
iti the ^ont, — As the Scene draws, a loud huzza is 

' heard from the Sailors. — Algernon, in his naval 
uniform, rushes from r. u. L. to l. with a party of 
Sailors. 

Adm. Enough — enough ; their bulwarks blaze I — 
our British flag floats proudly o'er their battlements ! 
and hither crowd our rescued friends to greet us ! — sus- 
pend then the further rage of conquest, and be the 
Christian's nobler triumph — ^mercy I 

Enter TiuoTUYy Lauretta, Algernon, Amanda, 
Orasmin, Sailors, Sfc. 

FINALE. 

Tim. Hold — ^hold I ere yet you put to sea, 

Pray friends first ship my love and me, , 

Laur. Oh, yes ! — at once farewell a shore. 
Where every man has wives a score. 

Chorus. While thus with friendship's warm caress, 
"We welcome back each Christian slave ; 
E*en let our humbled foes confess 
That England conquers but to save. 
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Alger, I>ear sir, my peerless bride receive. 
Her sorrows Dush — ^her fears relieve, 

Aman, With kindly welcome, oh ! approve 
The homage of her faithful love. 

Chorui. While thus with friendship's, &c. 

Orat. Lo ! — vanquish*d with submission meet. 

My sword I lay at England's feet. 
Laur. 'Tis well I— his faidts then I'll forgive. 
Tim. And I— I think 1*11 let him live. 

Ckfirut, While thus with friendship's warm caress. 
We welcome back each Christian slave ; 
E'en let our humbled foes confess 
That England conquers but to save. 



THI END. 
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REMARKS. 



^ It is ridienlons to call the English a musical nation ; 
vi we may as well say they are a dancing one. This is not 

** The land of singing and of dancing slaves, 
liOve'Whispering -woods, and Inte-resoanding wavei.** 

We sit at an opera with our eyes half open and half 
shut, nodding and winking like the owl in the wolfs 
glen; and, if we dance^ — 

" How ill the dancing with tlie music suits I 
80 Orphent play'd* and, like thetn, dkttced the bralM.^' 

Unlike our continental neighbours, a concord of sweet 
sounds with us is not the summum bonum of human 
existence. We care not to put our heads in a musical 
pillory,— 

" An opera** like a piUory— may be said 
To nail oor ears down, bnt expose oar head." 

The divine strains of Handel barely reconcile ns to 
the Oratorio season once a year ; and Haydn and Mo- 
sart cannot sustain the falling state of the Italian opera, 
without the aid of new names and new faces to suit the 
caprice of those who attend — not for the music, bnt the 
fashion. Were the English really an harmonious nation* 
their own composers might well satisfy the nicest ear. — 
Setting aside Handel as the noblest musician in the 
world, Arne, Purcel, Boyce, Jackson, and a host of 
others, may fairly uphold the English character for 
science,, melody, and taste. Novelty is, however, the 
charm that must win us to sweet sounds ; and the intro- 
duction of Weber*s music into this country was the most 
popular and successful novelty in our time, and well re- 
paid the good taste that ventured the experiment 

If anything could reconcile us to a man selling him- 
self to the devil, it must be his throwing in, by way ot 
bonus, such music as Carl Maria Von Weber's. Indeed, 

\ A3 
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we are half inclined to saspect'that the Carl must have 
followed the example of his friend Caspar, and, in like 
manner, bartered his own soul for a musical equivalent ; 
for, had the imps of darkness tuned their fiddles in the 
orchestra, and Lucifer himself presided at the piano- 
forte, symphonies more unearthly and diabolical had 
never been heard than those in the incantation scene. 
This opera makes no pretension to literary merit ; yet 
the story (which is taken from the third volume of Po» 
puiar Traditions of the Northern NaiumSf and in some 
respects resembles that of The Wood Demon) is well 
conducted. The melodramatic part was judiciously 
superintended by Mr. T. P.Cooke, whose performance 
of the sable huntsman, with his copper skin, green shirt, 
black wig, and brass collar, was meritorious and af- 
frighting ; and to the monsters under the immediate com- 
mand of Mr. Franklin* we can hardly award sufficient 
praise for their superhuman and grotesque appearance 
ind deportment The phantasmagoria of the skeleton 
itag, horsemen, and hounds, was particularly effective ; 
and the owl, winking and flapping its wings to the music, 
was decorous and appalling. A sort of magical sympa- 
thy ran through this infernal scene, from which the very 
trees, wheels, whips, and ugly faces, were not exempt. 
The grand features of Weber's music are terror and 
sublimity. Gaiety and tenderness occasionally delight 
the ear ; science leads it through all the mazes of en- 
chantment; but wildness and melancholy are its pre-~^ 
vailing qualities, and sounds of deeper and more awful 
intonation never thrilled the soul since the triumph of 
the fabled Timotheui : — 

" Hark ! hark 1— the horrid soond 
Hag rais'd ap his head ; 
A», awaked from the dead, 
And amas'd, he atares aroand. 

"Revenge! revenge I Tlmotheas cries; 

See, the furies arise, — 

See the anakes how they rear, , 

How they hiss in the air. 
And the sparkles that flash flrom their eyes V 

The death of such a man as Weber is a national cala- 
mity : genius is of no country^-every land is its home. 
England received with open arms this magnificent coin- 
poser ; she crowned him with rapturous applause while 
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living, and would hare entombed his sacred dust among 
her illustrious dead, but for the uncharitable bigotry of 
her priesthood, who could not endure that the solemn 
sounds of Catltolic rites should profane a Protestant ca- 
thedral. On our first introduction to Weber, we were 
forcibly struck with his appearance and manner. A 
slender fragile form ; a weak, tremulous voice ; a counte* 
nance long, meagre, and pallid, but beaming with me- 
lancholy expression ; and an eye full, sparkling, and in- 
telligent Sickness and study had worn him to the bone ; 
and, though a young man, he had the tottering decrepi- 
tude of age. But his mind was active, fervent, and en- 
thusiastic ; the glorious sounds of his divine art kindled 
the fire of his spirit; and, his enthusiasm thus awa- 
kened, he moved, spoke, and directed with the alacrity 
and vigour that belong to health. But, the excitement 
over, his frame sunk beneath the effort, — 

" A fiery soal, Mrbich, working oat its way, 
Fretted the pigmy body ^o decay, 
And o'er-inforiu'd the tenement of clay." 

Hail ! and farewell ! - ^ - 



STAGE DIRECTIONS. 

The Conductors of this work print no Plays bat those which they 
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OTTOCAR— Yellow tanic and purple velret robe, tery richly- 
spangled ; purple cap, with gold coras and tatsel ; white pantaloons, 
yellow boots. 

KUNO.— Green long doublet and )>antaloons, trimmed with Mack 
Velvet and gold lace; russet boots, with larj^e tops ; large black hat, 
with black leathers. ^ , 

CASPAR, RODOLPtI, anR ROIiLO.-^iGhreen long doublet and 
pantaloons, trimmed with black velvet and a little gold laee,aod but- 
tons on breast ; yellow boots, black belts, with brass bucklea ; 
a powder horn and pouch ; large black hats with black feathers. 

HUNTSMSN and the rest of the Chorus. — Same dresses as Cas- 
par, &c. but no gold lace. ^The Chorus are also Peasants !n 

the first scene. 

ZAMIBL.— Dark copper or olive flesh shape, green shirt, 
brass collar and belt, black wig and beard, black cap,j with large 
plume of black feathers ; scarlet robe, trimmed with black, and black 
sandals. 

KILLTAN. — Brown Jacket and tixink breeches, blue stookin|^, 
white shirt, and blue braces, drab hat and feather, russet shoes. 

AGNES. — White dress, trimmed with brown and blue. Second 
dre8g-.white, trimmed with flowers. 

ANN.— Black velvet body, trimmed with pink ; white shirt. Se- 
cond dress. — All white. 

Persons represented in the Opera qf Deb FbsischutZj 
at the Theatre Royaty English Opera House. 

Otto car, a Bohemian Prince Mr. Baker. 

KuNO, the Ranger .Mr. Bartley. 

Caspar, ^ C Mr. Bennett. 

RoDOLPH, V Hunttmen of the Ranger , < Mr. Braham. 

RoLiio, . y f Mr. Phillips. 

KiLLiAN, a Villager I Mr. Tayleure. 

Zamib L, the Rlaek Huntsman .Mr. T. P. Cooke. 

^ Miss Stephens. 
AtfNBs, Daughter of Kuno* < Miss Noel. 

^ Miss Paton. 

Ann, Cousin of the above « , .\ .Miss Povey. 

huntsmen. Villagers, Attendants.^c, 

The Music under the superintendence of Mr. Hawbs 

The Melo-Bramatic business under the direction of Mr. T. P. 

COOKC 

The Sceliery by Mr. Wilson, and under his direction by his 
assistant. Mr. Pitt. 

The Monsters, by Mr. Franklin.— The Properties, by Mr. 
GoDBKE, and numerous assistants. 

The Dresses by Mr. Hbad and Mrs. Brooks. 

The story on which the above is founded, may be found in the 
third volume of a work entitled Popular Traditions of the Northern 
Nations. 
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ACT I. 

SCENE I. — A dark and gloomy part of a thick forest. 

\^ Front grooves. 

Enter Caspar, l., followed by Rollo, each with his 

ryie. 
' Cos. In Yain I thread the forest ! Iq vain I call upon 
the hunters spirit ! He answers not my summons. Does 
then, indeed, my hour approach ? Has Zamiei deserted 
me? 

Rol. Pshaw ! this is childish weakness : — be more a 
man! Thou kuowest he will not answer here—in the 
wolfs glen alone. 

C%w. How my heart sinks within me when I reflect 
that one more day— one little short-lived day— and, my 
conditions with*!jie spirit unfulfilled, my day of life is 
over ! [Calls.'] What, Zamiei ! Ho ! — He comes not 
at my bidding, as he was ever wont I 

Rol. Why should he answer ? He knows you do not 
want his aid. 

CaB. True — he knows all my thoughts. [Alofud.'\ 
Spirit, or devil ! whatsoever thou art — am I then 
doom'd ? 

Zam. [ WUhin, l.) Not yet ! 

Cos. Whose voice was that?— Was't thine? 

Rol. It was the voice of Zamiei : — ^he answered thee, 
Not yet I » 

Ca^. No! but to-morrow yields m^ to his power. 
The seven years of prosperous fortune he promised 
have been idly wasted ; I know it well — and if I enlist 
not ere to-morrow *s noon another in his service, I am 
his ;— but I have still thy promise for assistance 
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BoL Thou hast I 

Cas» And 1, in turn, haye promised thee my aid to 
time of need. Still I succeed not : — Rodolph, th«i 
surest marksman in the forest, has, by the power o' 
the hunter^s spirit, been deprived of all his boasted 
skill — ^he hits his mark no Ibnger-^so shall he lose to- 
morrow*s pria^, and her in whose lo?e he has sup- 
planted me:— but this is not enough. What will his' 
loss avail me, if I live not to witness it ? Who shall 
enable me to yield him to the power of the spirit ? 

RoL Thyself I It wants but perseverance, and thou 
wilt succeed. Thou hast still time. ^ 

Cos, You give me hope and courage !— Desert me 
not, Rollo. An awful presage lies heavy at my heart- 
but I will make one desperate effort more ; and, should 
I succeed, the {all of Rodolph will at once prolong my 
term of life, and satisfy the vengeance of my heart. 

[CA.SPAR rushes outy fi,^ followed Aj^Rollo. After 
their exeunt, gun fired l>ehmd. Music as scene 
changes. 

SCENE U.r—An open space, with a forest in the 
distance: in the back-ground, l., a target with a 
star. On l. u. e., a Village' Inn, with rcund table, 
three rustic chairs, tin japanned jug ^ and horn citp. 
On L. s. E. a bush* — At the change ^ scene Rodolph 
is discovered with his rifie, disconcerted at having 
missed ^ the mark, the PfosoMts sneering at him. 
KuLLiAN aiming with his rifie on r., and fires at the 
Heventh bar of the mwic. The par falls from the 
target, and a general shout is given by the Jagers 
and Villagers, 

CHORUS. -^Ja^er* and Villagers. 
Victoria ! let fame to the master be given, 
His rifle the star of the target hath riven : 
He hath no peer, 
Seek far or near — 

Victoria, Victoria ! 
{The target is taken down by the Villagers. 
Rod. Go on ; shout, shout ! Have my eyes, then, 
lost their sight, or my rifle its power ? [Sits l. s. e, 
[Music: a procession is formed. Six Peasant- 
bogs, KiLLiAN as king, with prise medal and a 
large bouquet fastened to his breast by some qf 
the female peasantry. The procession passes, 
followed by Huntsmen and Peasants, and where 
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Rodolph is seated they all point sneeringty at 
I Mm. At last^ Ki&lian struts up to Rodolph. 

' SONG— KiLLIAN. 

Why, good people, are you gazing ? 

Whom, good people, are you praising? 
Doff your hats,— I'm king to-day : 
J Do you hear me, eh, eh, eh ? 

' [All pull off their hats but Rodolph. 

, Nevermind, I will not slight thee; 
Gome to-morrow, I invite thee ; 
Grant to others something, pray : 
Look at this, sir, eh, eh, eh ? 

[Pointing to the nosegay and star. 

How this star and flower adorn me ! 
- Now what huntsman dares to scorn me ? 
So you lost the prize to-day ? 
So you miss'd it, eh, eh, eh? 

Rod, [Starting u^, seizes Killian by the tJtroaL'] 
Taunt me no longer, or — 

[PeasanU surround Rodolph and Killian. 

Enter Kuno, l. u. e., Jbllomed by Caspar and Rollo. 

Kuno. Holdi hold! What may this mean? Shame, 
shame! What! thirty against on&? Who dared to 
lift his hand against od« of the Ranger's huntsmen? 

KiL [Trembling,'] Dear Mr. Ranger, there was no 
liarm intended : he who misses every time must needs 
expect a little jeering on the occasion. 

[Peasanti laugh. 

Kuno, Silence ! And who missed every time ? aurely, 
not Rodolph. 

KU,. j^h ! that is always the way, when the peasant 
gets the better of the huntsman : — but ask him himself 
— ^he eannot deny it. [Consequentially. 

Bod. [Holding his hood down, and crossing to l.] 
I cannot. 

Cas, [Aside.] I shall succeed. 

Kuno. Is it possible, Rodolph ? Till within the last 
month you had not an equal ^in the whole country; 
but, since that time, you have not brought home a 
feather ; and pow— shame, shame ! 

Cas. Believe me, comrade, it is a« I told you : some 
one has bewitched you ; and, unless yon dissolve Ae 
charm, you may rely that you— 
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Kuno, Nonseaaei 

Rod. And to-morrow is the trial-ghat ! What is to 
become of me to-morrow ? 

KU, What w the trial-shot? We haye often heard 
of it ; but I could never learn the particulars. Tell us, 
Mr. Kuno. 

[All the peaganU draw near to listen, 

Kuno. Well, I will. The hounds of the prince hav- 
ing many years since started a stag on which a man 
was fettered, for having shot a royal deer, the prince, 
moved with compassion, offered a great reward and an 
hereditary rangership to him who should kill the stag 
without wounding the man. Ab ancestor of mine, 
named Kuno, in pity more than avarice, fired: — the 
stag fell, and the man remained unhurt. 

Kil, Bravo, bravo ! that was a shot. 

C(ts, Or a good chance — or perhaps, something more. 

[Mi/steriously. 

Kil, So that is the origin of the trial-snot ? 

Kuno, Hear the end. It was even then as it is now : 

[Looking at Caspar]— the wicked always slander 
the good, and the enemies of Kuno endeavoured to per- 
suade the prince that my ancestor had made use of m. 
magic ball. 

Cas. [Aside,^^ I thought so. 

Kil. A magic ball ! [To the Peasants,^ These are 
snares of the devil. A magic ball !— my grandmother 
told me all about it^ six hit, the seventh misses— that is, 
Zamiel, the forest spirit, directs the seventh wherever 
he pleases. 

Cos. Nonsense ! — 'tis nothing but natural skill. 

Kuno. For this cause the trial-shot was instituted : — 
it is likewise custoniary that the successful candidate 
shall, on the same day, be married to the most beau- 
tiful and virtuous girl of the- village. But enough of 
this: — ^you may now home, Rodolph, and see if the 
beaters have returned. Courage, man; the enchant- 
ment that affects you may be only love. I expect you. 
at court before suDrise. 

DUfiT— Rodolph and Rollo. 

Rod. Ob, how dark and dreary 

Will to-morrow o'er me rise 1 

Rol, Now in thy rifle 

Future joy or sorrow lies. 
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0^ru8, Fortune may return to-morrow ; 
Chase then every fear away. 
Rod, Ah, what guilt thus chitls me with dismay t 
How my soul is chillM with sorrow ! 
Life the loss can- neyer bear. 
RoL Place in Heaven thy firm reliance, 

Then thou canst have nought to fear. 

Then up to the cliffs and the mountains 

To-morrow, ere dawning of day. 

Cho. Each bird and beast that there wanders, 

Our rifles shall give us for prey. 

Let merry-toned horns then be sounded. 

And peal through yon hill's rocky side ; 
To'morrow, ere evening, their echoes 
Shall welcome the bridegroom and bride. 

[Exeunt Kuno, Caspar, Rollo, and Huntsuen, 
only^ L. 

[While last symphony is played^ the Peasants form 
themselves in centre, back of stage. During the 
above duet and chorus, the stage becomes prO' 
gressitely dark, 

. Kii, A good, worthy gentleman, that Ranger: — but it, 
is already nearly dark. Let us away to the tap. Come, 
[To Rodolph] we will remain good friends, my brave 
fellow. I wish you better luck to-morrow, with all my 
heart. Cheer up:— come along with us, and dance 
away sorrow. 

Rod. I thank you. [Turns up stage, and sits, l. 

Kit, Well, as you please. Come, friends, while yon 
waltz, ril play. 

[KiLLiAN takes up pandean pipes, and -plays 
during the waltzing. The Peasants exeunt, 
t.. to the inn — the dancers waltz off severally—* 
Rodolph rises, 

GRAND SCENA— Rodolph. 

Oh ! I can bear my fate nO longer, — 

E*en hope is banishM from my soul : 
What unknown guilt thus haunts my spirit. 

And o*er me works its dark control ? 
Through the forests, through the meadows* 

Joy was wont with me to stray, 
While my rifle, never-failing. 

Made each bird and beast my prey. 

B 
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When at length from chace loaded, 

Ere home rose before my sight, 
Agn0B smiling came to meet me, 

Clothed in beauty's heavenly light. 
And am I now by Heaven forsaken^ 

And left, the power of ehanee to know ? — 

[Zamibl crosses hehhsdfrom l. to h. 
Will Hope's long slumber eyep- waken, — 
* Or am I doom'd to endless woe ? 
Now, methinks, beside her lattice 

I my lovely Agnes see ; 
While her ear seems fondly listening 

Every coming sound for me : 
See, she fondly waves a welcome, 

Fancy's eye her lover sees — 
But her signal gaifis no answer. 

Save the sigh of whispering trees ! 
What daxk'ning power is ruling o'er me ? 

[Zamibl re-enJters^ r., watching Rodolph« 

My anxious bosom fear hath riven ; 
Despair hath spread her snares before me : 

Does fate rule blindly ? aid me. Heaven ! 
[RoDOLPH ftneeto'—ZAMrEL shuddsrs, atartSy tMd 

disappearsy l 

Bttiev Caspar, Ii., wUh loadeH r\flem 

Com* Are you still hear*-, comrade^? I vms ffearfal I 
should not meet you. 

Rod. Why are you thus for ever dogging ipy steps? 

: Gtu, This is the return I always m^et ! but still my 

kindnes$ binds me to your fortune. I thought I could 

be. of service to you ; and, after running myself out of 

breath for your sake, these are ray only thanks. 

Rod. Of service to me ? 

Cos. Yes :r-*with the friendship I profess, do you 
think I do not feel for you ? Have you not been the 
jest of these churls to-day! Rouse your manly resolu* 
tion, and drive your disappointment from your mind, 
my dear fellow. [Goes to the table: — talcing the jug up."] 
But what have you here? it is mere water: this will 
never kill care, boy. [CalUng at inn door,"] Ho, ho, 
there ! some of your best wine ! Should it cost me my 
last farthing, comrade, I would not see you melancholy 
while a drop of wine could be got to cheer you. 
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fJnter Peasant, with JUuk and tmo hoim cups, from 
the iwn, l., places them on the table, which he brings 
forward, with the three i*ustic chairs, 

• 

Cas» {^Seats hinw^f on l, qf taUe, pours out wine 
fi^m flask into horn cup,} JCome^ ypu must drink 
with me. 

Rod, You must excuse me ; my head is already too 
much confused. 

Cas, Could I but preTail 4)nhim to drink J— [Ca//tn^ 
aside,'] — Help, Zamiel I 

[Zamiel appears above the bush, l. 

Cas, [Starting,'] You here ! [Zamiel disappears. 

Rod, XLooking ro%tnd^ adva/nees to his seat at table, 
R.] With whom did y&u speak ? 

Cas. I ! with ho one. — H« ! I see. {^Aside,]--^! only 
said, " Yoa here V as, while I was pouring: out wine 
for you^ I saw RoUo yonder. — Ho, Rollo I join hs, my 
friend. 

Enter Rollo, r. 

Rol. Ah, comrade— what I wine afloat ! a can with 
you, with all my heart. 

[RoLLo sits in c, behind table, pours mtt wine, 
and drinks. 
Rtkd. But I cannot drink. 

Cas. Nay, nay, you must not refuse m^^\Apart to 
RoLLO.] Remember my instructions, and I will fulfil 
the promise I have made you. [Takes up the horn cup.] 
Well, here*s to the Ranker : you will drink his health, 
surely 1 

Rod. I cannot reftise to join to our worthy master's 
health. [All drink, 

Cos* Now for a song. [Sin^w. 

" Noah when he drew his fill—** 

[RoDOLPH appears discontented. 
Cas. Well, then, Rollo will sing us another^ 
Rol. With all my heart, brother. Wine warms the 
heart to love — ^love flies to wiiie in woe-^so love and 
vine shall be the burthen of my song. 

[RoLiiO comes forward, withfla^ and cup, 

SONG— RoLLO. 

Life is darkened o'er with woe. 
Bid the ruddy neetar flow ; 
Wine's the soul of joy below : 

B 2 
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Ble8s*d by Bacchus, rosy wine 

Makes a mortal half divine. 

Fill, O fill the cup before thee ! 

Bacchus, Bacchus, I adore thee ! 

IFUh and drinks while dancing to gymphonjf 

Life is darken'd o*er with woe; 
Bid the ruddy nectar flow ; 
Lore's the soul of joy below : 
BlessM by beauty, rosy wine 
Makes a mortal all divine. 
Fill, O fill the cup before thee ! 
Venus, Venus, I adore thee ! 

[Again JUIm, drinks^ and dances; afterwards 
RoLLO returns to his seat. 

Cos. Now here*s to the health of Agnes ; and he 
who can refuse to drink the health of his bride, is no 
better than a skulker. 

Rod. To Agnes ! Bless my sweet maid ! I join you 
freely in that toast. [They all join and drink. 

Cas. Can I make nothing of you ? 

Rod. What would you wish from me ? 

Cas. Why to see you drink and drown care. [Pours 
out wine.] Come, her^ is our prince ! and he who does 
not join in this, is no better than a traitor. 

Rod. Well, but this shall be the last. [All drink.] 
To be frank with you, I am in no humour to enjoy 
either your song or. your company. 

Rol. [Rising.] Not e^joy my song! If (hat*s the 
case, be assured I shall not trouble you with my com- 
pany, and so farewell — [Crosses to l., and whispers 
Caspar] — ^I see, by the temper lie is in, you have but 
little chance with him: — but try him hard, and I will > 
join you again presently. [EjtU Rollo, l. 

Cas. How can you be offended at such trifies ? RoUo 
is an honest fellow in the main, though a little mis- 
chievous. 

[The village clock strikes seven — Rodolph is 
going. 

Cas. You are not surely going home already ? [Rises. 
[The gradual darkness over the stage increasing. 

Roa, It is time : — ^the clock has just struck seven. 

Cas. You are going to Agnes ; but don't you think 
she will be disappointed to find you have not won a 
prize to-day ? z ou know she expected one as a good 
omen for to-morrow. 
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Rod. Oh the poor girl !~-«tiid I to-morrow——' 

Cos, But stay: — perhaps I may do soroethiBg to 
reUeve yon. What would you say to me if I were to 
ensure you success for to-morrow 2 

Mod, Ensure me success ? 

Ca$, Yes ; and to prove my friendship for yon, I 
will tell yoUr— but let it go no farther — I have often 
dropped you a hint, but you would never take it : — 
well, then, there certainly are some occult powers of 
nature — certain innocent hunting tricks, which might 
make your hunting chance a certainty. To-night there 
will be an eclipse of the moon immediately at twelve : 
— great things might be done then. 

[Zamibl is seeti lUtcning, r., and almost tn- 
stantly disappears. 

Rod. You measure out the poison to me by drops— 

C(u. Now, comrade, if J, could secure you a success- 
ful shot to-night, to calm Agnes, and anothei' to-morrow, 
to complete your happiness — 

Rod. You spealc mysteriously. Are sUich things pos- 
sible ? 

Cos, Seeing is believing : — there, — take my rifle. 
.Rod. \^Taking Caspar's ri/Ze.] What must I do 
with it ? 

Cos. Wait : — [Looking up towards the back of stage^ 
R.]— do we see nothing? Yonder flies an eagle ; fire I 

Rod. [Advancing towards l.] Y'ou are out of your 
senses — or take me to be so. R is almost dark, and the 
bird appears like a black speck in the clouds. 

Cas, Never mind : — in the name of the mystery, 
fire! 

[RoDOLPH, raising the rifles and douhtfMy touch" 
ing the trigger^ it goes off. 

Zam, [Behindy r., laughs aloud."] Hh I ha! ha I ha! 
[RoDOLPH looks at Caspar with dreadi, 

Rod. You may well laugh at the madness of my 
attempt. 

Cas. See, you have hit it : its nerveless pinions no 
longer aid its flight, headlong it falls ; behold. His at 
your feet ! 

[RoDOLPH looks upwards ; the eagle^ circling, de- 
scendsy and falls dead at his feet. 

Rod. What is this? 

Ca^. [Examining the bird."] The largest eagle I ever 
beheld. What claws ! and how well hit ! immediately 
under the wing ; and not a feather hurt. 

Rod, An eagle ! This, you know, is a fearful omen ! 

B 3 
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i 

I cannot cono«iTe how it was sfaot :— >this rifle is like 
my own. 

Ceu. That shot will make the churls respect you, and 
Agnes leap with joy. [Plucks Mome of the feathers^ and 
places them in Rooolph*« hat,'] These, comrade, are 
omens of returning success. 

Rod. What is it you are doing? I feel awe-slrack. 
With what did you load ? what kind of a ball was it ? 

[Returns rifle to Caspar. 
' Cos, What ball ? Why therein lies the secret : — ^but 
such balls never miss. Are you so ignorant as not to 
know what a charmed ball means? 
. Rod, Nonsense ! 

Cos. 1 learnt better than -that in the army. • 

Rod, [Looking at the eagle,] This shot is inconceif- 
able :— it is dark twilight, and the eagle was sailing 
^through the clouds. There is, then, some truth in it, 
.after all. Have you more balls of the kind ? 

Cos. No — that was the last: — they have just served 
their turn. [In a significant manner. 

Rod. Served their turn ! —what mean you ? 
' Cas, Because we may get a fresh supply to-night. 

Rod, To-night? 
^ Cas. Yes, this very night. Comrade, your fate 
stands under the influence of a happy constellation — 
you are destined for higher objects — the very night 
before you are td make the trial-shot in order to gain 
your office and bride — the moment you stand ^n need 
of assistance from the invisible powers, nature herself 
is prepared to help you. 

Rod, You promise largely, and, truth to speak, my 
fate appears to will it. Can you really procure me 
such balls? 

Cas, Ay, Rodolph,<a8 many as you wish : — ^but does 
a man want assistance to do that which he himself can 
accomplish ? 

Rod. How are they to be obtained ? 

Cos. That 1 will teach you. Meet me by the first 
stroke of twelve in the wolfs^glen. 
I Rod. At midnight! In the wolfs glen! Not- 
strange stories are told about that spot, and at mid- 
night they say the gates of hell . are open, and the 
fiends of darkness have power in the earth. 

Cas, Shame, Rodolph ! — shame on your manhood !— 
but I will not desert you in your need. I will help you 
to cast the balls— but this must be done in secret ; and, 
at midnight, in a charmed circle, in the wolfs glen— 
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Rod, It seems already, when perhaps I know not 
half the conjurations that maybe needful, an act for- 
bidden. [Crosses to l.] No — I dare not cast these 
balls. 

Cob, Tttsh, man ! Why, I will stand your friend. 
I will cast for you ; but you must be present. 

Rod, No, no ; if not unlawful, what need of all this 
mystery ? A virtuous man has never need of midnight 
and the silent hour of darkness to conceal his acts. - 
Give me some balls, if you can really, as you say, 
ensure me success ; but bid me not to join you in ob- 
taining them. 

Cos, Are you, then, a coward, to wish to purchase 
your success by other people*s danger, if there were 
any danger in the deed ? Do you think the crime, if 
there were any, would so be lessened ? In a word, do 
you think, if there were any guilt, that it is not already 
upon you? [Taking up the eagle,} Do you imagine 
this bird was given to you by chance? No :— a hidden 
and superhuman power guided the ball that pierced it : 
— that ball was charmed. 

Rod, Dreadful ! Can it be possible ? 
^ Cos, Can you doubt it ? — yet ingratitude is the 
reward of the world. But I will cut off a wing, that 
I, at least, may have something of it. [Caspar, 
taking out his hunting-knife, kneels, cuts off a wing,. 
and rises with it.] It is very strange that you should 
risk the shot to comfort Agnes, and then not have the 
courage to repeat it once more, in order to make her 
yours for ever. The poor thing, who rejected me on 
your account, would not believe it were she told ; nor 
would she till now have thought that Rodolph was a 
coward. 

Rod, Who dares to doubt my courage? 

Cos. Prove' it. then :— if you have used a magic ball, 
it can be but a trifle to cast one. If you do not, you 
must know what will follow : you will miss to-morrow ; 
the girl will be refused you : she will die in despair ; 
and you will become the jest of all mankind — if some 
rash act does not lead you to do worse. [Caspar 
turns aside, anil calls, in an under tone,] Help, 
Zamiel ! 

Rod, Agnes die ! yes — yes — it must. [Giving his 
hand to Caspar.] Comrade, I will meet you. 

Cos, Mention then our meeting to no one— > it might 
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prove dangerouA to both. Remember, by the stroke of 
twelve 1 Do not betray me. 

Rod, [Taking hit ofpn ryiefrom the table, and etos9^ 
ing to R. 8. E.] I betray you ! By the stroke of 
twelve expect me. [Exit Rooolph, h. s. k.] 

Cat, [Looking teornfiMy after Rodolpu, Un^t 
tneeringly.} Ha! ha! ha! Now, RoUo, my fine 
fellow, my fortune will be secured. 

Enter Rollo, l. 

Rol, Yes, if you lose not the favourable moment. 
Tarry not here, but fly ; and see all prepared I'or his 
arrival in the wolfs glen. 

Cat. Fear not me. My stake is desperate : — body 
and soul are pledged for my success. 

[Exit Caspar, r. 

BRAVURA— RoLLO. 

Haste, haste, nor los^ the favouring hour ! 
Thy Victim now is in thy power ; 
Heirs dark*iiing chains at length have found him. 
Soon his soul repenting will strive to fiy ; 
But struggling is vain. 
When Hell links the chain, 
O nought can break the fetters round him :— 
Revenge ! thy triumph is nigh. 

[Exit Rollo, R.-^^tage-lightt fuU on, 

END OF ACT I. 



ACT II. 

SCENE I. — An ante-room in the forett, with foldi»g 
window doors closed by curtains ; the cham^sr hung 
round with stags* horns, eagles* feathers, and vari" 
out hunting weapons. Two lighted candles; two 
vases, with coloured roses, on the table near l. ; tn>o 
chairs, — Agues discovered seated, and rites during 
the symphony qf the following 

SONG— Agnes. 

Say, my heart, why, wildly beating, 
Dost thou such emotion prove? 
Canst thou, when thy lover meeting 
F^ar his truth, or doubt his love f 



u 



SCBNB I.] DER PRKISOHUTZ. 23 

No, fondly no, my bosom sighs ; 

No, gently no, my heart replies. 
Then, fond heart, be silent ever. 
Be thy wild emotion o*er ; 
For with doubt and fearing, never 
Shall those throb — ^no, never more 1 

Light of life, and life*8 best blessing. 
Is the love which meets return : 
Shall I, that rich boon possessing, 
£*er the matchless blessing spurn? 

No, fondly no, my bosom sighs ; 

No, gently no, my heart replies. 
Then be joy my inmate ever. 
Since each anxious dread is o*er ; 
For with fear and doubting, neve 
Shall it throb—no, never more ! 

Enter Ann, l. 

Ann, That is right, now, my dear cousin ; be cheer- 
f al :— pleasures and laughter can conquer love. 

Ag, Yes, my dear Ann ; but ( have neither pleasure 
nor laughter. I wonder what detains Rodolph I 

Ann. He will soon be here. Mr. Kuno promised 
that ho shonld return early. 

Ag, How drearily silent this house appears ! 

Ann, It is certainly not pleasant to be in an old 
haunted castle on a wedding-eve, almost alone — but 
let us amuse ourselves. I remember an old song, that 
seems almost invented on you and Rodolph ; I will 
fling it to you. 

SONG— Ann. 

If a youth should meet a maiden, 

Need she run away with fright ? 
If his looks should win her favour. 

Sure the girl may use her sight ! 
Though she must in maiden manner 

Seem her glances to conceal — 
Where's the harm, if she, unnoticed. 

Seek a side-long look to steal ? 
Should their eyes by chance encounter, 

I no guilt herein can find ; 
Though her cheeks may blush a little^ 
Sure it will not strike her blind. 
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Looking hither, looking thither. 

Looks are followed soon by sigiis ; 
Then, a little courage taking. 

He makes love, 'and she denies 
But before a twelvemonth passes, 

Forth they ramble side by «ide ; 
Marriage ends the village scandal-— 

He Uie bridegroom-^Hsbe the bride. 

Ann^ That is right ; now yoa look as you ought to 
do. i see you are laughing ;— that is the way I shall 
look when 1 am going to be married. [Looking at 
herself, and marching pompously round Agnes, to r.] 

Ag. Well, who knows what may happen ? . I am sure 
I wish to see you happily married with all my heart, 
though my own bridal-evening is not entirely without 
anxiety and sorrow, particularly since I retarned from 
the hermit : but I feel much better. 

Ann. Ah, what did the herndt say ? You only told 
me he gave you some of his far-famed roses. 

Ag, He warned me against some unknown daager, 
that a vision had revealed to him ; — ^but his roses are 
now doubly dear to roe. 

Awn, Shall I put them out mi the balcony, in the 
cool night-air? 

Ag, Yes— do, dear Ann. 

Ann, And we will then go to bed ? 

^^. Not before Rodolph returns. 

AnM» What trouble one has with people in love ! 
[During ike symphony of the following Grand 
ScBivA Akn fgithdraws the curtains and opens ' 
the fpindoms : — the moon ds see. . ung brightly. 
She places the vases in the'balconyt and exitSy l. 

GRAND SCENA— AoNBS. 

Before my eyes beheld him. 

Sleep never was my foe ! 
But hand in hand with sorrow 

Love still is wont to go. 
The moon displays her silvery light, 

Oh lovely night ! 
Softly sighs the voice of evening. 

Stealing through yon willow grove ; 
While the stars, like guardian spirlti, 

Set their nightly watch above. 
Through the dark blue vault of ether, 
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Silence reigns with soothing power ; 
But a storm o'er yondermountain. 

Darkly brooding, seems to lower ; 
And along yon forest's side 
Clouds of darkness slowly glide. 
O what terrors thrill my bosom I 

Where, my Rodolph, dost thou rove ? 
Oh, may Heaven's protection shelter 

Him my heart must ever love I 
Earth hath l^Il'd her cares to rest ; 
What delays my loitering love ? 
Fondly beats my anxious breast : — 

Where, my Rodolph, dost thou rove ? 
Scarce the night- wind's whisper'd tows 
Wake a murmur 'mong the boughs ; 
While the widow'd nightingale 
Softly tells her piteous tale. 
Hark ! Iiark ! a sound I heard in yonder grove : 
Hark ! hark 1 it is his step,— it is my love ! 
It is — again my heart shall prove 
The bliss that springs from anxious love. 
The moonbeaip is shining bright,— 
Heaven I does it mock my sigbt ? 
See flowers around his hat are bound. 
Success my Rodolph's hopes has crown'd. 
Oh, bliss !— -thy Agnes then shall see 
The victor's chaplet given, my love, to thee. 
Hope again is waking. 

Lulling in my anxious breast 
Eveiy doubting care to rest 
Joy Q^ce more is o'er me breaking. 
Gha^nl Hrith her heavenly light 
Sorrow's dark and dreary night. 
Hence, then, every thought of sorrow, 

Joy shall be my bosom's guest : 
Hope now whispers that to-morrow 
Sees my fondest wishes blest. 

Enter Rodolph hastily^ l., wUh hU rifle^ followed by 

Ann. 

Ag So, you have come at last, my dear Rodolph ? 
Rod. My Agnes! {They embrace."] I fear I have 
kept you long, and unfortunately I now come only for 
a few moments. ' 

I Ann {Having closed the curtains hejbre the folding* 
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doors.'\ You are not, siireJy, g6\tig out again ?— There 
is a storm rising. 

Rod. My dear Agnes, I mast again leave the house 
to-night. 

Ag. Rodolph ! 

Ann, You seem agitated. 

Rod, Perhaps so; but is it net natural? On the 
fortune of to-morrow depends niy future happiness or 
misery for life. [Crosses to r. 

Ag, Still you seem disturbed. Ht^ye you any fears ? 
Haye you again been unsuccessful ? 

Rod. [Crosses to centre,] No, no— quite the con- 
trary. 

Ann What have you gained, then ? If it is a ribbon, 
it must be mine : Agnes has more than she can make 
use of already. 

Ag, But tell me, Rodolph — ^there seems an air of 
mystery and anxiety about you which I cannot under- 
stand. You say your rifle has succeeded. What hive 
you obtained ? 

Rod, [Embarrassed.] I am— I have — not been at 
any of the shooting parties. 

Ag. And yet you say you have been successful. 

Rod, Certainly, wonderfully so---[8homing the plume 
in his haty and throwing it on the ground] — I shot one 
of the largest birds of prey, almost in the clouds. 

Ag, You are violent. - 

Rod, Pr'ythee, dear Agnes, pity and forgive me, for 
I must again leave you. 

Ag, WhithfT would you go at this late hour? 

Rod, Do not question me : — yet why should I con- 
ceal it?— *ti8 to the wolfs glen 

TRIO — Agnes, Rodolph, and Ann. 

Agnes, Where ! what ! oh, terror I 
In yonder frightful glen ! 
Ann, *Tis there the daemon of the forest 

At midnight haunts his gloomy den ! 
Rody Should fables daunt a huntsman's mind ? 
Agnes, Who prudence scorns, may danger find . 
Rod, But does thy heart forgive me 

My hasty words to-night ? 
Agnes. O yes, my heart forgives thee. 

Nor tfkou my warnings, slight. 
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Aim. This is the hiintsmao's fortane, 
No rest nor day nor night. 

Agnes, Oh if thou still wilt leave me, 
My warning words obey : 

Rod, Night now is fast approaching : 
I must — I must away. 

Ann, Oh let not grief overcome thee I 
We will awhile delay. 

[StU Ann, l. 

Rod. Urge me no more, I charge yon. I must away. 

Ag, You are not angry with me ? 

Rod. [Embarrassed.'\ Angry I why should I be? — 
yes, perhaps I am. I bring you a pledge of returning 
success, and you do not rejoice at it. Is this your 
love? 

Ag. Do not be unjust, Rodolph :— if I do not greet 
the success which gives you pleasure, with all the 
warmth your heart requires, believe me it is because 
the glow is checiced by the cold manner which clouds 
yodr brow, and changes your iihole character : — but i 
love you so fondly, that if you were unsuccessful to- 
morrow, and we were parted, I feel that grief would 
break my heart. 

Rod. Dearest Agnes, again forgive me. To-morrow 
you shall know all ; but, in order that to-morrow you 
may be mine, I must leave you now. 

Ag. What forces you to leave home so late at night? 

Rod. I have been successful once more. 

Ag. Once more I 

Rod. Yes. I shot a large stag at twilight, and I 
must get it home to-night, or the peasants will steal it. 

Ag. Where does it Tie ? 

Rod. Rather far deep in the forest, near the wolfs 
glen. Time presses, and my duty calls ; but still my 
heart fondly lingers here. Oh! Agnes, would to 
Heaven to-morrow were come, and my fate happily 
decided ! — But away with fears and doubts !— and, at 
once, good-night ! 

SONG— RoDOLPH. 

Now good night ! 
Round each hill, and tower, and tree. 
Darkness deep her mantle closes. 
While all nature calm reposes. 
Darkness brings no rest to me. 
Now good night, love ! now good night I 
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Dearest love ! — 
Still may no fond thought of me 
Thy calm hour of rest encumber ; 
Bat good angels watch thy slumber, 
Ronnd the pillow press*d by thee ! 
So good night, lore !^— so good night ! — 

[Exeunt AoNBS, r., Rodolph, x.. 

SCBNE IT.— -Stogw quite dark, A craggy glen, sur- 
romnded by high mountahts covered nUh fir, down 
the side €f one qf which, at e. u. e., falls a cascade. 
The full moon is shining dimly. In the foreground 
an old hlaited tree, Wt e. l., of which the withered 
wood shines with phosphoric light. Another wither- . 
ed tree on l. s. e., on a lower knotty branch of 
fpAteft an owl is sitting, Caspar discovered, with a 
pouch and hanger, busily engaged in making a circle 
of blade stones ; in the middle of which is placed a 
scull, an eagle*s wing, a crucible, and a buUet 
mould. Distant thunder heard. 

CHORUS OF INVISIBLE SPIRITS. 

Mist hath fallen from the moon, 
Uhtti— uhai I 
[Dwing this part qf the chorus, the owl opens and ■ 
shuts its eyes, and also flaps its wings every time. 
Blood the spider's web hath died, 
Uhai— nhiii I 

Ere to-morrow reaches noon, 
Uhai-uhui I 

Death will wed another bride, 
Uhui— uhiii ! 

Ere descends to-morrow's sun. 
Deeds of darkness must be done, 
Uhui— uhui— uhui ! 
[At the end of chorus the clock strikes twelve. 
The circle being finished, Caspar within it, 
draws his hanger round the circle of black 
stones, and at the twelfth stroke strikes it into 
Uie seull. 
Cos, {^Raising the scull on the hanger at arm*s 
length, 
Zamiel, Zamiel, hear roe, hear! 
By the enchanter's scull, appear ! 
Zatniel, Zamiel, hear me, hear I 
\_A subterranean noise is heard— a rock on R, 
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splits asunder y and Za-mIel appears in the, 
opening — the owl vanishes — Caspar kneels 6f- 
f ore him, 
Sam, Why callest thou ? [Music, 

Cas, [^Agitated,"] 

Thou know^st to-morrow's sun 
Will see my respite run. 
Zam, To-morrow ! 
Cas, Three years longer let me live f 
Zam, Nol 

Ca«. I will another Tictim give. 
Zam, Whom? 
Cas, One, who, till now, would never dare 

Within thy dark and dreary realms appear. 
Zam, What does he seek ? 
Cas^ To be supplied 

With bullets thou wilt guide, 
Zam, Six shall achieve-^ 
The seventh deceive. 
Cas, Dark spirit of the hour. 
By thy mysterious power. 
Then turn the seventh aside^ 
And Tet it kill his bride. 
Zam, 0*er her I have no power. 
Cas, Will he suffice to pay ? 
Zam, He may. 
Cas, Grant this delay I 

But three years to be free. 
And Rodolph shall thy victim be. 
Zam, The boon I grant ; but hear and know. 
With me to-morrow— he or thou, 
[il peal of thunder is heard, and repeated in echo, 
Zam I EL vanishes J — the rock closes. The scull 
dnd hanger sink, and in their place a flask and 
a hearth, with lighted coals and faggots, rise out 
<lf the earth, within the circle. The moon be- 
comes red, 
Cas, [Seeing the coals and flask, rises and drinks,^ 
Well served ! — Bless thee, Zamiel I Thou hast refreshed 
me — [Music,'] But where does Rodolph tarry ? He will 
not surely break his word. Help, Zamiel ! 

[Distant thunder, — Caspar moves to and fro, 
places faggots on the coals, blows the fii e with 
his breath, which blazes — Rodolph appears on 
the rock, l. u. B., next the withered tree, opposite 
to the cascade, 

c 2 
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SCENA— RoDOLPH. 

How horrid, dark, and wild, and drear, 

Doth this gaping gulf appear ! 
It seems the hue of hell to wear* 
The bellowing thunder bursts yon clouds ; 

The moon with blood hath stain*d her light ! 
What forms are those, in misty shrouds, 
That stalk before my sight ? » 

And now, hush, hush ! 

The owl is hooting in yon bush : 
How yonder oak-tree's blasted branches 

Upon me seem to frown * 
My heart recoils ; but terrors 

Are Tain ; fate calls, I mu^t down, down ! 
[RoDOLPH degcends a few sleps^ and stops again 
Cos, {^Looking up^^and seeing Rodolph.] Thanks, 
Zamiel I— the day is won! my respite is obtained ! — 
[To Rodolph.] What, are you come at last, comrade ? 
Was this your4)ledge, to leave me so long alone? Do 
you see how I am labouring ? 

[Fans the fire wUh the eaglets fcingy and then 
raising it in sight towards Rodolph. 
Rod. [Sings.l ^ ^'^^^ ^^^^ eagle in yonder sky, — 
I dare not tarry — I dare not fly. 
Ah me ! — 

[Stopping and riveting his eyes on the opposite 
rock, 
Cas. Lose not the favouring time 
Rod. [Sings. "i I dare not come 
Cas. Coward 1 no goat like thee can climb* 
Rod, [Sings."] In yonder gloom 

[Pointing to a rocky r. u. E.^over which a female 
spectre^ with uplifted hands^ is seen moving. 
My mother's spirit roams before mine eyes. 
Thus in her shroud, thus in the gr,ave she lies. 
With lifted hands she seems to pray — 
She beckons me away. 

[ The spectre disappears. 
Cas„ [Aside.] Help, Zamiel ! [To Rodolpu.J What 
folly ! — Ha ! ha ! ha ! but look again, and see to what 
your folly leads. 

[On the same rock, r. u. b., from which the spectre 
has disappeared^ the form qf Agues is seen about 
to throw herself into the gu{f Iteneath. 
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Rod. [Sings,} My Agnes, she plunges below I 
Then I — then I-nnust go. 
[Agnes vanishes^ at Rodolph leapt dawn* — The 
moon growt quUe dim. 
Cat, Thy courage told me so. 

Enter Rodolph, l. u. b., and erottet behind the circle^ 

and Caspar to R. 

Rod, X With agitation,'] What must be done ? 

Cat, [Offering the fiatk to Rodolph, who tdket it] 
First drink ; the night«air Is cold and damp. Come, 
you will cast the balls yourself. 

Rod, [Having thrown the fia^k away^ R.] No— that 
I will nerer do. You promised you would relieve me 
from all unknown ceremonies. 

Cat, Take courage, then :— be bold, if you are a 
man, and enter within this circle ; it is a barrier im- 
passable to every spirit from heaven above, to hell 
below. Whatever you may see or hear, stir not. 
[Spealct with fear^ which he endeavourt to conceal,'] 
Should some strange beings come to help us, thou 
need^st not fear. What matters who or what come? 
A wise and bold man knows no nicety as to what 
agents serve his ends 1 — Whatever passes around you, 
stir not. Think only of Agnes, and support your 
courage if you can. Come, come — [Urget him, taket 
hold of hit hand, andforcet him within the circle. 

Rod, flow will this end t 

Cat, Nothing risk, nothing have. The invisible 
powers will not without solicitation give their treasures 
up to mortals ; but when you see me falter — as per- 
chance I may, but not from fear — come to me, and 
repeat each syllable I utter, or we for ever lose our 
object. 

[Rodolph wavet hit hand. 

Cat, Hush ! every moment is precious. 

[ The mxton it darkened, except a narrow rim, 
Mark me, then, and learn the art. 

[ Taking the crucible, and pulling out the ingre- 
dienttjrom hit pouch. 
First, this lead^-^then, this glass, stolen from a 
church- window — some quick-silver — three charmed 
balls which have already hit their mark— the right eye 
of a lap-wing— and the left of a lynx.— Frobatum est 
— Now for the blessing of the balls. 

[Caspar, bowing down hit head^ whUe kneeling^ 

c3 
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(tver the hearth of flaming eoalSf three separate 
times biifore he eommenees^ 
Spirits of the evil df;ad, 
In mystic numbers bless the lead. 
Three murderers, deep in blood alike, 
Charm the bullets, that they strike. 
Child that hath its mother slain, 
Corn the powder, grain by grain. 
Though our senses sink with fear, ' 
Zamiel, Zamiel, be near ! 
Thou who roam*st at midnight's hour, 
Zamiel, Zamiel, work thy power ! 
[ A greenish whit£JUime issues from the crucible — a 
cloud passes over the moon^ and.entirely obscures 
her light, 

THE CASTING OF THE BULLETS -[Mm*iV.] 

Cos. ^Casting the iMlet, and letting it fall from 
the mould, exclaims aloud,] One I 

Echo, [Answering, B.] One ! . 

Echo, [l.] One ! 

Echo, [h.] One! 

Echo, [l.] One! 

These four echoes answer in repetition on the 
casting every bullet^ growing gradually more 
and more hideous.^At one, night-birds flutter 
and hover over the circle, and strange faces and 
heads qf monsters appear starting out of the 
rocks, tmd almost instantly vanish from sight, 

Cas. [The same ceremony as b^ore.'\ Two ! 

Echoes, Two! 
[At TWO, the Witch of the Glen enters from r., threat' 
ening Caspar, walks round circle^ and exit, l. 
u. E. — various reptiles appear from separate en- 
trances, and surround the eircle^^also serpents 
flying in the air. 

Cas, Three » 

Echoes, Three ! 
lAt THREE, a storm and hurricane break down 
trees — the night-birds, as also, the faces ann 
heads qf m,on8iers re-appear momentarily. 

Cas, [Faltering,] Four 

Echoes. Four I 
[At FOf^vt, whips cracking, the rattle of wheels and 
tramp of horses are heard, and two wheels of 
flre roll over the Glen from r. u. e. to ii. u. e. 
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Cas, [With great agitaHonS\ Five! 

Echoes, Five I 
f The audience part of the theatre^ as rvell as the 

sixige^ are now in complete darkness. 
[At FIVE, neighing^ barking^ and. huntsmen*s cry 
are heard; amid discordant and eccentric 
music^ supposed to aceompanif the wild chase 
in the air: the misty forms of a skeleton stag, 
skeleton horsemen and hounds pass over the 
magic circle in the clouds, to a 

HUNTING CHORUS OP INVISIBLE SPIRITS. 

Spi. Through hill and dale, through glen and mire, 
Through dew and cloud, through storm and night, 
Through earth and water, air and ilre. 
Unhurt we spirits wing our flight. 
Joho^wau — wau ! 

Cos. Horror ! — 'lis the wild chase in air—a fearful 
<men ! Six ! 

Echoes, Six ! 

[At SIX, a tremendous storm qf thunder, light- 
ning, hail, and rain — meteors dart through the 
air, and over the hill — trees are torn up by 
the roots — the torrent foams and roars, and 
turns to blood^the rocks are riven— the ser- 
pents, birds, and reptiles rc-appear — the female 
spectre re-enters, R., and crosses to c. at back 
qf stage^all the faces and hideous heads are 
visible at every entrance on l. and n,—the 
Witch of the Glen darts forth from l., and all 
the horrors of the preceding numbers are aecu- 
miUate({. to deter the Frbischutz from the 
completion of his of^ject. 

Cos, [In ayony.] Seven! 

Echoes, Seven ! 
[At SEVEN, Caspar is struggling on the ground, the 
hearth qf lighted coals scattered around the 
circle — a tree is rent asunder, l., wherein Z amibl 
appears surrounded by a tremendous shower oj 
fire — Zamiel discharges two rifies at one time, 
and the curtain drops, — The audience part qf 
the theatre and sta^e - lights JuU on^ 
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ACT III. 

SCENE I. — A forest — (morning)— the Huntsmen 

discovered. 

CHORUS OF HUNTSMEN. 

What equals on earth the delight of the huntsman ? 

For wnom does life's cup more encbantingly flow ? 
To follow the stag through the forests and meadows, 

When brightly the beams of the morning first glow. 
Oh ! this is a pleasure that's worthy of princes. 

And health in its wanderings can ever be found. 
When echoing caverns and forests surround us, 
More blithely the pledge of the goblet will sound. 

Hark ; follow, &c. . 
The light of Diana illumines our forest, 

The shades where In summer we often retreat ; 
Nor is then the fell wolf in his covert securest, 
The boar from his bier is laid at our feet. 

Oh this is a pleasure, &c« 
{Exeunt^ R, excepting First and Se<?ond Huntsmen. 
First H, This is excellent sporting weather. 
Second H, I should never have expected it after 
such a stormy night. 

First H, They say that the wild hunter was in the 
wolf 's glen. 
Second H, That is the demon's favourite haunt 

Enter Robolvii, l., with r^le^ 

First H, Good morning. 

Second H, ITakingoffhis hat to Rodobph.J Success 
.to you, Mr. Candidate I 

Rod, Good sporting to you ! [Crosses to- r. 

Second H. [To the First Huntsman. J He is a fine 
fellow : he performed three such shots this morning ! 
Why, I could scarcely see so far, much less hit. — His 
highness is quite taken with him. How wonderful I 
If he proceeds in this manner, he will soon be chief 
ranger of the country. 

First H. If T am not, what do I care who is ? Come, 
let us on. lExeunt First and Second Huntsman, i^ 

Rod, The horrors of the night are past ; but when 
will be restored the peace of heart, of which that 
fearful scene has deprived me? But away with sad 
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reflections ! The clay dawns in gaiety and splendour, 
Joy lightens every heart ; and hope once more dawns 
on mine. Again I feel the glow of ardour for the 
chase, and long to join the joyous huntsmau*s cry. 

HUNTING SONG— RODOLPH. 

A woodland life, amid the hills, ■ 
- .^ We hunters sweetly pass away ; 
Bounding oyer the rocks and rills 
From dawn to set of day. 

Oh sweet it is, at dewy morn 

To chase the savage boar — 
And hear the echoes of the horu 

Mingled with his roar. 

Enter Caspar, l., nith rifie^ and two mctgpies in 

hi* hand. 

Rod. Ha I Caspar here ! f am glad we are alone. 
Have you any of those balls left ? If you have, give 
them to me. 

Cas, You cannot surely want any n:ore, comrade. 
I reserved only three, and gave you four. Could a 
brother act more honestly ? 

Rod, But I have only one left. The prince kept his 
eye upon me the whole morning. I shot three times 
with the most surprising success. What have you done 
with your three ? 

Ca9 [Showing the two dead magpies^ and throwing 
them off the stage, l.] I killed those with two of them. 

Rod, Are you mad ? 

Cai, No :-7-it is an amusement to me to shoot such 
carrion. What care 1 for the princess favour ?— Agnes 
is not for me :->she loves yon. 

Rod, But you have still one left:— at least, give me 
that. 

^ Cas, No ! — I have one, and you have one — but I will 
keep it, and perhaps let you have it for the trial-shot- 

Rod, Then give it me now, I entreat. 

Cas. Excuse me. 

Rod. {Urgently,'} Caspar ! . [^Crosses to h. 

Enter Third Huntsman, l. 

Third H, [To Rodolph.] The prince commands 
your attendance : — there has been a dispute about the 
distance your rifle carries. 



^* DRR FBSISCHUT4. [ACT III. 

Rod, I will follow you instantly. 

[Exit Third Huntsman, t. 
Sod, [To Caspar.] Give me the third, 1 pray you. 
Cat, Not if you were to beg for it on your knees. 
Bod, Then I have but one remaining, and thatlmust 
perforce reserye for the trial-shot— Farewell ! 

[Exit RODOLPH, L. 

Cos, [Looking c^ter him,'] Fool .' he is in the snare. 

Now let me make use of the sixth — [Loads his rifle] 

the seventh belongs to the dsemon ; and that he wfll 
keep for the trial^shot. Ha! ha! ha! — ^Much good 
may it do the fair bride ! — Ah ! there runs a fox — 
[looking towards h.]— he shall have the sixth. 

[Caspar J£rc«, and exit hastily^ r. 

SCENE II,— 'The ante-room in the forest-house—Go- 
thic table, and two chairs. — Various roses in a vase^ 
and a wreath of white roses on the ta&/e— Agnes dis- 
covered seated in a bridal dregs : — she rises, and comes 
forward. 

CAVATINA— Agnes. 

Though clouds by tempest qiay be drlTen 

Across the glorious thtone of day. 
The sun, that never sets in heaven, 

Soon laughs the gathering clouds away } 
For though o'er earth the clouds may lower, 
0*er him in heaven they have no power. 

And thus, although the clouds of sorrow 

A shadow o'er the soul may throw, 
Yet hope that dwells within the morrow, 

Though hidden, may not cease t glow ; 
For though round mortals care may lower, 
O'er him in heaven it has no power. 

Enter Ann, dressed in white, n, 

Ann. Oh, you are already dressed ; but you look so 
melancholy ! — ^Have you been weeping 1 Never mind ; 
they say, 

'* Brides' tears, and rain in May, 
Very quickly pass away." 
'Well, Heaven knows that we have had rain enough. I 
thought several times that the storm would have blown 
the old castle about our eaVs. 
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Ag, Aad Rodolph was out exposed to all its fury ! I 
too had such awful dreams I 

Ann. Never mind your dreams ; we have something 
more substantial to trouble our heads about now ; — ^but 
do not look so sad. 

AIR— Ann. 

Let not soi'row dare to borrow 

Pleasure from the happy bride ; 
iBhe in duty, should her beauty 

Show in all its sweetest pride : 
Nuns by cloisters bounded 
Are by grief surrounded, 

For young Love'ne*er ventures there. 
But the bridesmaids wreaths will bring thee, 
Bridal song9 they'll come and sing thee ; 
Come, then, banish every fear ! 

But here come the maidens. Good morning, sweet 
damsels. 

Enter Bridesmaids and female Villagers^ r., wWi 
imatl hcu^cets of roses ^ See. 

Ann. Let us sing to the bride. 

BRIDAL 80Na AND CHORUS. 

FIRST VERSE. 

Ann. A bridal wreath we twine for thee : 
Of purple silk the twine shall be ; 
For love will strew thy future hours 
With myrtle leaves and rosy flowers. 
[The Bridesmaids dance round Agues during the 
chorus, 
Cho, Lof Q wit^ myrtle leaves and rosy flowers 
Now will si w^ thy future hours. 
[^One qfthe Bridesmaids kneels, and offers Agnbs 
a wreath nilh various coloured roses. 
Ag. [Takes it,} This is too gay a wreath. The good 
hermit seemed to attach much importance to the roses 
be gave me this morning :— make a wreath with them. 
[Gftvec Ann the wreath, who turns up the stage to- 
wards the table. 

second verse of bridal song. 
First B. Oh let not sorrow venture now 
To cast its shadow o'er thy brow ; 
For love will strew thy futura hours 
With myrtle leaves and rosy flowers. 



3S J>BR FRGISCaUTZ. [aCTTIK 

[The Bridesmaids repeat dance to Agnes during 
the chorus. 
Cho. LoYe with myrtle leaves and rosy flowers 
Now will strew thy future hours. 

Ann. [Coming forward with the wreath of white 
roses from the table, places them on Agnes* head.'^ 
There, now ! really, they become you much. We must 
now join our companions; they are waiting for us 
below. 

Ag, Dear friends ! your mirth distresses me. * Leave 
me, I entreat, and 1 will join you presently 

THIRD TERSE OF BRIDAL SONG. 

Second B. And may our wreath an emblem ptove 
Of sweetest hours of blfss and love ! 
For when the rose of youth is past. 
The constant myrtle still shall last. 

[The Bridesmaids repeal daneis. 
Cho, Love with myrtle leaves and rosy flowers 
Now will strew thy future hours. 
[During the last symphony, Ann, with all the Vil- 
lagers, exeunt, "l,, followed by the Bridesmaids, 
dancing off. 
Ag, [Sola,} What dreadful presage is it that weighs 
upon my spirits, as if some secret danger threatened 
my Rodolph*s life I Avert it, Icind Heaven I and deign 
to make me the humble instrument to guard him 

SONG-r. AGNES. 

Though the gay patK of life fairest flovrevs may adorn,' 

Every step should with caution be trod ; 
For too oft on our way we encounter the thorn. 
And the serpent that lurks in the sod. 
So the heart may still in the tranquil breast. 
Of the danger near, unsuspecting rest. 

Till the eye of affection discovers the sign, 
' And that eye of afl^ection is mine ! 

So my love, when our fates once united shall be. 
Let my heart all thy tenderness prove ; 
Ever watchful to guard it, a treasure to thee, 
Though it bring thee no treasure but love. 

For who shall boast, in life's devious way. 

That their steps shall ne'er into danger stray ? 

Then let watchful affection discover the sign. 

And that- ©ye of affection be mine I 

{Exit AONES, L 
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SCENE III.— ^ romantic spot, with a river and 
forest in the distance. On fourth entrance, r., the 
tent of the prince Ottacar. A large tree in centre 
of stage in the back ground, behind which Caspar i« 
seen maiching. Rodolph discovered on R., leaning 
on hu rifie—and all the Hwntsmen and Peasantry 
ranged on each side ({fth^ stage. 

Enter Prince Ottocar from his tent, followed by 

KUNO. 

Ot. Thanks, my dear friends and hunting com- 
panions ; we must now to more serious business. [To 
KuNO.] I highly approre of the choice you have 
made, my brave Kuno. I like your Rodolph much, 

Kwno* I can say every thing in his favour, and I 
doubt not but that l^e will prove worthy of your high- 
n(*s4 ai service 

Ot, I do not doubt it r—tell him to keep himself in 

readiness. 

[RuNO speaks apart to Rooolph, at the same time 
Caspar advances forward, looking around 
him. 
Cos. [Aside.'] Where is the girl?— Now, help, 

Zamiel ! 

[CASPAR'titrnx up the stage, climbs the large tree, 
and gazes around, unperceived by the rest cf 
the characters, 

Ot. [Comino forward in centre.] Where is the fair 
bride ? I have heard so much in her favour, that I am 
curious to see her. [To Kuno. 

Kuno. Tour highness honours me too far. 

[The Prince talks apart to Kuno. 

Rod. [On R., holding a ball in his hand, which he 
(Afterwards puts into his rifie.] Thee I spared, thdu 
invaluable treasure ; but thou now weighest heavily in 
my hand, and more heavily on my heart. 

Kuno. My daughter should have been here before 
this; but will your highness add another to your 
former condescensions, and let him fire without delay ? 
for the' poor fellow seems so embarrassed already, that 
I fear the presence of his bride might overcome him. 

Oi, A huntsman should certainly have more self- 
possession : — As long as T was at a distance, he shot 
with the steady eye and firm hand of a master; but 
since I sent for him he has missed every time. 



40 DEB FREiaCHUT?* [ACT III. 

Kuno. I cannot deny it ; and yet, till lately, he had 
not an equal. 

dt. Who knows whether either of us would ha^e 
succeeded better on our bridal day? But still old 
customs must be observed. Besides, you have another 
huntsman, whose age, at least, might entitle him to the 
preference. 

Kuno. Yes, your highness ; but allow me — 

[Prince Ottocar and Kuno cot^fer apart. 

Rod. Qilncfe.] Caspar has his ball still left ; perhaps 
he still may mean me false. [Raiting hit. W/fe.] Once 
more, and never after. 

OL Well ; it is merely to honour old customs, and to 
justify my good opinion^- 

Kuno, My prince, behold the bride. 

Enter Agnbs, Ann, Bridesmaids^ and female ViUagert^ 

from L. u. B 

Ot, Rodolph — I congratulate you on your choice. 
This charming maid will prove your rich reward. With 
such an object to nerve your arm, it cannot fail. 

[Prince Ottacar passes Agnss to Rodolph. 

DUET— AoNBs and Rodolph. 

Oh fortune, we hail thee I 
The trial attending. 
His efforts befriending — 

Oh grant | ^™ } success ! 

Can courage e*er fail ) mg ' L 

While, thus condescending, 
Our prince is attending 

Our union to bless ? 

Ot, Well, young man, [in Rodolph] one more such 
shot as either of the other three this morning, andjrou 
are safe. Now, friends, prepare the trial. [The 
Prince looking around towards r. u. b.] Do you se^ 
the white dove on yonder tree ?— it is an easy task. 
[The dove flies from the tree, r. u. b., towards the 
large tree in centre qfsta^e, wherein Caspar w 
concealed. Rodolph fires, and the dove escapes 
Caspar shrieks, being wounded, and falls on 
the stage. 



